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To the LADY 


LOVISA LENOS. 


N moving Lines theſe few Episries 
: D. tell | 

E What Fate attends the Nymph that 
NPE & likes too well: | 
now faintly the ſucceſsful Lovers 

_ burns 
And their negle&ed Charms how Ladies mourn, 
The Fair you'll find, when ſoft Intreaties fail, 
Aſſert their unconteſted Right, and Rail. 
Too ſoon they liſten, and reſent too late 3 
"Tis ſure they Love, wheneer they firive to Hate. 
Their Sex or proudly Shuns, or poorly Craves ; 
Commencing Tyrants, and concluding Slaves. 
In diff ring Breaſts what diff xing Paſſions glow ! 
Ours kindle quick, but Yours extinguiſh flow. 
The Fire we boaſt, with Foree uncertain burns, 
And breaks but out, as Appetite returns : 
But Yours, like Incenſe, mounts by ſoft degrees, 
And in a fragrant _— conſumes to pleaſe, 
2 


Your 


DEDICATION. 
Tour Sex, in all that ean engage, Excel; 
And Ours in Patience, and perſuading well. 
Impartial Nature equally decrees ; 
You have your Pride, and we our Perjuries. 
Tho' form'd to Conquer, yet too oft you Fall, 
By giving Nothing, or by granting All. 

But, Madam, long will Your unpraRis'd Years 
Smile at the Tale of: Lovers Hopes, and Fears. 
Tho” Infant Graces ſooth Your gentle Hours, 

More ſoft than Sighs, more ſweet- than breathing 
Flow'rs; 

Let raſh Admiress your keen Light'ning fear; 

'Tis bright at diſtance, but deſtroys if near. 

The Time &er long, if Verſe preſage, will come, 
Your Charms ſhall open in full Brudena! Bloom. 
All Eyes ſhall gaze, all Hearts ſhall Homage vow, 
And not a Lover languiſh, but for you. 

The Muſe ſhall ftring her Lyre, with-Garlands crown'd, 

And each bright Nymph ſhall ſicken at the Sound, 
So when Aurora firſt ſalvtes the Sight, 

Pleas'd we.behold the tender Dawn of Light; 

But when with riper Red ſhe warms the Skies, 

In circling Throngs the wing d. Muſicians riſe; 8 

And the gay Groves rejoyce in Symphonies. | 

Each pearly Flow'r with. painted Beauty ſhines; 

And ev'ry Star its fading Fire reſigns. 


NANO 


Adver- 


— * 


Advertiſement, 


"ITE Publick having encourag d ſo many 
Eaitions of Ovid's Epiſtles, I began 
zo think if anything n yet be added 
to the Perfection of the Work, And the greater 
Part of Sapho to Phaon being omitted in 
Sir Carr Scroope's Tranſlation, I ſollici- 
ted an entire new Verſion of that Epiſtle, 
to render the whole Book compleat. The 
Author of it will have me acquaint the 
Reader, that it was undertaken on that Ac- 
count only, and not out of any ſuppos'd De- 
fect in what that Gentleman had. done. 

It was propos d in this Edition to change 
the Method of the Epiſtles according ts the 
Chronological Order, and the Connexion the 
Subjects often have with each other; which 
might have contributed to the Eaſe of the 
Engliſh Reader, by clearing ſome Hiſtorical 


A 3 Paſſages 


Advertiſement. 


Paſſages referr'd to in ſeveral of them. 
Bat Cuſtom having obtain d to the contra- 
ry, we have only ſubjoin'd the following 


Account. 


The Chief of thoſe who undertook the 
Expedition of the Golden Fleece, were 
Hercules and Faſon : Some Writers add 


THESEUS, who was Cotemporary With 
them, and famous for his Victory over 
the Minotaur, which he atchiev'd by the 
Aſſiſtance of ARIADNE, whom after- 
wards forſaking, he marry'd PH RA, 
who fell in Love with his Son HIP o- 
LV TVS. JASON as he went on the 
foremention'd Expedition was' entertain'd 
by HyYPSYP1LE at Lemnos, but de- 


ſerted her for MEDEA, and afterwards. 


ME DEA for Creuſa. HERCULES af- 
ter his Return was poiſon'd with a Shirt. 
ſent by DEIANEIRA. This Hero had 
twice taken Troy in the Time of King 
Laomedon, to whom Priam ſucceeded, 
the Father of PAR1s, at whoſe Birth it 
was prophecy'd that he ſhould-occafion 
it to be deſtroy'd a third time. Being 

there- 
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Advertiſement: 


therefore privately educated among the 
Shepherds, he contracted a Love to OE- 
NONE; till hearing of HELENA, he 
ſail'd to Sparta, and carry'd her from 
thence to Troy. This caus'd the War of 
the Grecian Princes againſt Troy; among 
whom PROTESILAUS (the Husband 
of LAODAMIA) was the firſt that ſet 
foot on the Enemy's Ground, and was 
kill'd on the Spot. Aſter the War had. 
been continu'd nine Years, a Quaerel 
ariſing betwixt Agamemnon and ACHIL- 
LES, the latter abſented himſelf from the 
Army, and the former in revenge forc'd 
his Miſtreſs Bx1SE1s from him. When 
Troy was taken, the Greeks returning home- 
ward met with many Diſaſters. ULyssEs 
was ten Years detain'd from [thaca, while 
his Queen PENELOPE was affl Qed by 
the Suitors in his Abſence. DEeMoPnooN 
was hoſpitably receiv'd by PHILLIS, 
whom after he had marry'd, he left, and 
purſu'd his Voyage home to Athens, A- 
gamemnon himſelf at his Return to Argos 
was murder'd by his Wife, whom his Son 
ORESTES kill'd, who was betroth'd to 

A4 HE R- 


Advertiſement. 


HERMIONE, the Daughter of Helena. 
About the ſame time ENEAs going in 
ſearch of Italy, was detain'd by 'D1D0o, 
who ſtabb'd her ſelf upon his Departure 
from Carthage, | 

The re(t of the Subjects of Ovid have 
no Connexion with each other, neither can 
their Time be cettainly fix'd; only H v- 
PERMNESTRA is ſuppos'd to have liv'd 
ſome time before, and SAPHO long al- 

ter, all the reſt, | 
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PREFACE 


By Mr. DRYDEN. 


5 


HE Life of Ovid being already 
Written in our Language be- 
fore the Tranſlation of his Me- 
STE tamorphoſes, I will not pre- 
—ſume ſo far upon my felf, to 
think I can add any thing to Mr. Sandys 


his Undertaking. The Ezgl;þ Reader 
may there be ſatisfied, that he Flouriſh'd 


in the Reign of Auguſtus Ceſar, that he 
FL | Was 
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was Extracted from an ancient Family of 


Inheritance of a Splendid Fortune ; that 
he was deſign'd to the Study of the Law, 
and had made conſiderable Progreſs in 
it, before he quitted that Profeſſion, for 
this of Poetry, to which he was more na- 
turally form'd. The Cauſe of his Baniſh- 
ment is unknown; becauſe he was him- 
ſelf unwilling further to provoke the Em- 
peror, by aſcribing it to any other Reaſon, 
than what was pretended by Auguſtus, 
which was the Laſciviouſneſs of his Ele- 
gies, and his Art of Love. Tis true, they 


Manners, as being able to Corrupt a larger 
Empire, if there were any, than that of 
Rome; yet this may be ſaid in behalf of 
Ovid, that no Man has ever treated the 
Paſſion of Love with ſo much Delicacy of 
Thought, and of Expreſſion, or ſearch'd 
into the Nature of it more Philoſophically 
than he. And the Emperor who con- 
demn'd him, had as little Reaſon as ano- 
ther Man to puniſh that Fault with fo 
much Severity, if at leaſt he were the Au- 
| | thor 


Roman Knights; that he was born to the. 


are not to be Excus'd in the Severity of 
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OVID's EPISTLES. 

thor of a certain Epigram, which is aſcrib'd 
to him, relating to the Cauſe of the firſt 
Civil War betwixt himſelf and Mark An- 
thony the Triumvir, which is more ful- 
ſome than any Paſſage I have met with in 
our Poet. To paſs by the naked Famili- 
arity of his Expreflions to Horace, whieh 
are Cited in that Author's Life, I need on- 
ly mention one notorious A& of his, in 
taking Livia to his Bed, when ſhe was 
not only Married, but with Child by her 
Husband, then living. But Deeds, it ſeems, 
may be juſtified by Arbitrary Power, when 
Words are queſtion'd in a Poet. There 
is another. Gueſs of the Grammarians, as 
far from Truth as the firſt from Reaſon; 
they will have him Baniſh'd for ſome Fa- 
vours, which they ſay he receiv'd from 
Falia the Daughter of Auguſtus, whom 
they think he Celebrates under the Name 
of Corina in his Elegies: But he who 
will obſerve the Verſes which are made 
to that Miſtreſs, may gather ſrom the whole 
Contexture of them, that Corinna was not 
a Woman of the higheſt Quality: If Julia 
were then Married to Agrippa, why 

ſhould 
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ſhould our Poet make his Petition to 1/5, 
for her ſafe Delivery, and afterwards Con- 
dole her Miſcarriage; which, for ought he 
knew, might be by her own Husband? or 
indeed how durſt he be ſo Bold to make 
the leaſt Diſcovery of ſuch a Crime, which 
was no leſs than Capital, eſpecially com- 
mitted againit a Perſon of Agrippa's Rank? 
Or if it were before her Marriage, he 
would ſurely have been more diſcreet, 
' than to have publiſh'd an Accident, which 
muſt have been fatal to them both. But 
what moſt confirms me againſt this Opi- 
nion is, that Ovid himſelf complains that 
the ttue Perſon of Corinna was found out 
by the Fame of his Verſes to her: Which 
if it had been Julia, he durſt not have 
own'd; and beſide, an immediate Puniſh- 
ment muſt have follow'd. He ſeems him- 
ſelf more truly to have teuch'd at the 
Cauſe of his Exile in thoſe obſcure Verſes, 


Cur aliquid vidi, cur noxia Lumina fect? &c. 


Namely, tt.at he had either ſeen, or was 
conſcious to, ſomewhat, which had pro- 
cut'd him his Diſgrace. * But neither am I 
| | ſatis- 
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| ſatisfied that this was the Inceſt of the p 5 „ 


peror with his own Daughter? For Au. 


* gu/tus was of a Nature too Vindicative to 


! have contented himſelf with ſo ſmall a 


. Revenge, or ſo unſafe to himſelf as that 


of ſimple Baniſhment, as would certainly 
have ſecur'd his Crimes from publick No- 
tice by the Death of him who was witneſs 
to them. Neither have Hiſtories given us 
any Sight into ſuch an Action of this Em- 
peror : Nor would. he (the greateſt Politi- 
cian of his time) in all probability, have 
manag'd his Crimes with ſo little Secreſie, 
as not to ſhun the Obſervation of any 
Man. It ſeems more probable, that Ovid 
was either the Confident of ſome other 
Paſſion, or that he had ſtumbled by ſome 
Lnadyertency upon the Privacies of Livia, 
and ſeen her in a Bath: For the Words 


Sine veſte Dianam, 


agree better with Livia who had the Fame 
of Chaſtity, than with either of the Fzlia's, 
who were both noted of Incontinency. 
The firſt Verſes which were made by him 
in his Youth, and recited publickly, ac- 

cording 
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_ © eordipg to the Cuſtom, were, as he him- 


felf aſſures us, to Corinna: His Baniſhment 
happen'd not 'till the Age of Fifty, from 
Which it may be deduc'd, with Probability 
enough, that the Love of Corinna did not 
occaſion it: Nay he tell us plainly, that 
his Offence was that of Error only, not of 
Wickedneſs: And in the fame Paper of 
Verſes alſo, that the Cauſe was notori- 
oufly known at Nome, though it be left fo 
, obſcure to Aſter-Ages. 


Bat to leave Conjectures on a Subject 
fo incertain, and to Write fomewhat more 
Authentick of this Poet: That he frequent- 
ed the Court of Aaguſtus, and was well 
receiv'd in it, is moſt undoubted: All his 
Poems bear the Character of a Court, 
and appear to be written as the French 
call it Cavalierement: Add to this, that 
the Titles of many of his Elegies, and 
more of his Letters in his Baniſhment, 
are addreſs'd to Perſons well known to 
us, even at this diſtance, to have been con- 
ſiderable in that Court. 


Nor 
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Nor was his Acquaintance leſs with the 


1 famous Poets of his Age, than with the 


wa 
EE Wally 
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N oble Men and Ladies; he tells you bim- 


7 ſelf, in a particular Account of his own 


| Life, that Macer, Horace, Tibullus, Pro- 


| pevtins, and many Others of them were his 


familiar Friends, and that foine of them 
communicated their Writings to him; but 
that he had only feen Hirgil. 


If the Imitation of Nature be the Buſi- 
neſs of a Poet; I know no Author who 
can juſtly be compar'd with ours, eſpeci- 
ally in the Deſcription of the Paſſions. 
And to prove this, I ſhall need no other 
Judges than the generality of his Readers; 
for all Paſſions being inborn with us, we 
are almoſt equally Judges when we are 
concern'd in the Repreſentation of them: 
Now I will Appeal to any Man who has 
read this Poet, whether he finds not the 
natural Emotion of the ſame Paffjon in 
himſelf, which the Poet, deſetibes in his 
feign'd Perſons? his Thoughts, which are 
the Pictures and Reſults of thofe Paſſions, 


are generally ſuch as naturally ariſe from 
thoſe 


The PREFACE vo 
thoſe diſorderly Motions of our Spirits. 


Yet, not to ſpeak too partially in his be- 


half, I will confeſs that the Copiouſneſs 
of his Wit was fach, that he often writ 


too pointedly for his Subject, and made 


his Perſons ſpeak more Eloquently than 


the Violence of their Paſſion would admit: 


So that he is frequently witty out of Sea- 
ſon; leaving the Imitation of Nature, and 


the cooler Dictates of his Judgment, for 


the falſe Applauſe of Fancy. Vet he ſeems 
to have found out this ImperfeQion in his 
riper Age: For why elſe ſhould he com- 


plain that his Metamorphoſes was left un- 


finiſh'd? Nothing ſure can be added to the 
Wit of that Poem, or of the reſt: But 
many T hings ought to have been retrench- 


ed; which I ſuppoſe would have been the 


Buſineſs of his Age, if his Misfortanes had 
not come too faſt upon him. But take 
him uncorrected as he is tranſmitted to us, 
and it muſt be acknowledyg'd, in ſpight of 
his Dusch Friends, the Commentators, e- 


ven of Julius Scaliger himſelf, that Seneca's 


Cenſure will ſtand good againſt him; 


Neſci= 


pirits. 
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Neſcivit quod bene ceſſit reliaquere, 


i e never knew how to give over, when 
he had done well, but continually vary- 


F Jing the ſame Senſe an hundred Ways, 
and taking up in another Place, what he 
had more than enough inculcated before, 
he ſometimes cloys his Readers inſtead of 
for I fatisfying them: And gives occaſion to his 
| 2 Tranſlators, who dare not cover him, to 
bluſh at the Nakedneſs of their Father. 
This then is the Allay of Ovid's Writing, 
which is ſufficiently recompenc'd by his o- 
ther Excelleacies; nay this very Fault is 
not without its Beauties: 
vere Cenſor cannot but be pleas'd with 
the Prodigality of his Wit, tho? at theſame 
time he could have wiſh'd, 
ſter of it had been a better Manager. E- 
very thing whichr he does, becomes him; 
and if ſometimes he appear too Gay, yet 
there is a ſecret Gracefulneſs of Youth, 


for the moſt ſe- 


that the Ma- 


which accompanies his Writings, though 
the Staidneſs and Sobriety of Age be want- 
ing. In the moſt material Part, which is 
the Conduct, *tis certain that he * 
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has miſcarried; for if his Elegies. be com- 4 
par'd with thoſe of Tibullus and Proper- 
tius, his Contemporaries, it will be found 
that thoſe Poets ſeldom defign'd before 
they. writ: And though the Language of 


Tibullus be more poliſh'd, and the Learn» Jy 


ing of Propertius, eſpecially in his Fourth 


Book, more ſet out to Oftentation ; Yet uh 


their common Practice, was to look no 
further before them than the next Line; 
whence it will inevitably follow, that theß 
can drive to no certain Point, but ramble 
from one Subject to another, and conclude ! 
with ſomewhat which is not of a piece 
with their Beginning : ö 


Rarpurens lat qui ſplendeat; unus C aller 
AJuitur pannus: As Horace ſays, 


though the Verſes are Golden, they are 
but patch'd into the Garment. But our 
Poet has always the Goal in his Eye, which 
_ directs him in his Race; fome Beautiful 
Deſign, which he firſt eſtabliſhes, and then 
contrives the Means, which will naturally 
conduct him to his End. This will be 
evident to Judicious Readers in this Work. 


of - 


O VID EPISTLES. 


com- 4 f his Epiſtles, of which ſomewhat, at leaſt 
In general, will be expeCted. 


The Title of them in our late Editions 
Js Epiſtolæ Heroidum, The Letters of the 
SHeroiues, But Hoinkmy has judg'd more 
truly, that the Inſcriptian of our Author 
vas barely, Epiſtles; which he concludes 
from bis cited Verſes, where Ovid aflerts 


ine; this Work as his own Invention, and not 
they borrow'd from the Greeks, whom (as the 
nble Maſters of their Learniug,) the Romans 
ude Yuſually did imitate. But it appears. not 


from their Writers, that any of the Greci- 
ans ever touch'd upon this way, which our 
Poet therefore juſtly has vindicated to 
# himſelf. I quarrel not at the Word, He- 

roidum, becauſe tis us'd by Quid. in his Art 
are of Love 


2ur Jupiter ad veteres ſupplex Heroidas ibat. 


ful But ſure he cou'd not be guilty of ſuch an 
en | Overſight, to call his Work by the Name 
ly 4 of Heroines, when there are divers Men 
be or Heroes, as namely Pars, Leander, and 
rk. 7 4eontias, join d in it. Except Sabinus 
of i whe. 
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who writ ſome Anſwers to Ovid's Led 
ters, 8 


Lange 
. (Q#am celer 2 toto rediit meus orbe. Sabinus.)- 


I remember not any of the Romans whe! 
have treated on this Subject, ſave only: 
Propertins, and that but once, in his Epi. 
ſtle of Aretbuſa to Lycotas, which is writ. 
ten ſo near the Style of Ovi, that it ſeemg! 
to be but an Imitation, and therefore ought! 
not to defraud our Poet of the Glory off 


his lavention. 


Concerning this Work of the Epiſtles, 1 


ſhall content my ſelf to obſerve theſe fer 
Particulars. Firſt, that they ate generally 
granted to be the moſt perſe & Piece of 


Ovid, and that the Style of them is ten 
derly Paſſionate and Courtly; two Pro- 
perties well agreeing with the Perſons which 2 
were Heroines, and Lovers, Yet where 
the CharaQers were lower; as in OEnone, 
and Hero, he has kept clofe to Nature, in 
drawing his Images after a Country Life, 
though perhaps he has Romaniz'd his Gre | 
. 7 Dames too much, and made them 


ſpeak | 
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eak ſometimes as if they had been born 
the City of Rame, and under the Empire 
4 There ſeems to be no great 
W ariety in the particular Subjects which 
Se bas choſen ; Moſt of the Epiſtles being 


oni ritten from Ladies who were forſaken 
8 Ep · dy their Lovers: Which is the Reaſon that 


| ptoper. 


any of the ſame Thoughts come back 


ꝓpon us in divers Letters: But of the ge- 
Feral Character of Women, which is Me- 
Welty, he has taken a moſt becoming care: 
| or his amorous Expreflions go no further 
than Virtue may allow, and therefore may 
| de read, as he intended them, by an 


vithout a- Bluſh. 


Thus much concerning the ns; : Whom 


you find tranſlated by divers Hands, that 
you may at leaſt have that Vatieiy in the 
Eugliſb, which the Subject denied to the 

Author of the Latin. 


It remains chat 1 
fbould ſay ſomewhat of Poetical Tranſla- 
tions in general, and give my Opinion 
gvich Submiſſion to better Judgments) 
# which way of Verſion ſeems to me moſt 


All 


£ x F 
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All Tranſlation 1 ſuppoſe may be redu/] 
ced to theſe three Heads: 


Firſt. that of Metaphraſe, or tarning at 
Author Word by Word, and Line b) 
Line, from one Language into another 
Thus, or near this manner, was Horact 
his Ari of Poetry tranſlated by Ben. Fobm 
ſom. The ſecond Way is that of Para e 
phraſe, or Tranſlation with Latitude, where? 
the Author is kept in view by the Tran 
lator, ſo as never to be loſt, but his 
Words are not ſo ſtrictly follow'd as his 4 
Senfe, and that tao is admitted to be am- 
plified, but not alter'd. Such is Mr. Val. 
ter's Tranflation of Virgil's Fourth A. 
reid. The Third Way is that of Imitation, 
where the -I ranflator (if mow the has not 
loſt that Name) aſſumes the liberty not 
only to vary from the Words and Senſe, 
but to forſake them both as he fees occa- 
fion-: And taking only ſome general Hints 
from the Original, to run Diviſion on the 
Ground-work, as he pleaſes, Such is Mr. 
Cowley's PraQice in turning two Odes of 
Findar, and one of Horace, into Eugii?- 
Con- 
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redu Concerning the firſt of theſe Methods, 
Pur Maſter Horace has given us this Cau- 
ion, 


by by Nec verbum verbo curabis reddere fidus 

10ther rer pro 

* Nor Word for It vrd too faithfully Tranſlate, 
VILLA 


gas the Earl of Reſcommon has excellently 
Frender'd it. Too faithfully is indeed pe- 
3dantically: Tis a Faith like that which 
is proceeds from Superſtition, Blind and-Lea- 
is $lous: Take it in the Expreſſion of Sir 
ohn Denham, to Sit Rich. Fanſhaw, on 


Val. his Verſion of the Paſtor Fido. 

1 A. That ſertile Path thou nobly do'ft decline, 
ation, of tracing Word by Word, and Line by Line, 
s hot A new und nobler Way thou doft pus ſue. 
not Jo mate Tran flations, and Tranſtaroys too: 
zenſe, ey but freſerve rhe Aſbes, abou the Flame, 


True to his Senſe, but truer to his Fame. 


$ Tis almoſt impoſſible to tranſlate ver- 
. the 1 bally, and well, at the fame time; for the 
Mr. Latin (a moft Severe and Compendious 


p s Of F Won ch often expreſſes that in one 
Word, which either the Barbatity, or the 


Nar- 
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Narrowneſs of Modern Tongues cannot put hit 
ſupply in more. *Tis frequent alſo that of ſca 
the Conceit is couch'd in ſome Expreſeon,y ; We ſ 
which will be loſt in Exgliſb. FObſcu! 

Atque iidem Venti vela fidemque ferent. 7 Lines: 
What Poet of our Nation is ſo happy as have d 
to expreſs this Thought Litterally in Eng- 


liſh, and to ſtrike Wit or almoſt * out 
0 it? either 


3 quent! 


In ſhort, the Verbal Copier is incum- woide 
ber'd with ſo many Difficulties at once, uon © 
that he can never difintangle himſelf from | Oaylſe 
all. He is to conſider at the ſame time t Wo. 
the Thought of his Author and his Words, Dic mil 
and to find out the Counterpart to each Qui m 
in another Language: And beſides this 
he is to confine himſelf to the Compaſs 
of Numbers, and the Slavery of Rhime. 
"Tis much like dancing on Ropes with 
fetter'd Legs: A Man can ſhun a Fal!“ 


by uſing Caution, but the Gracefulneſs of . j 
Motion is not to be expected: And when 


we have ſaid the beſt of it, 'tis but a * 8 8 


fooliſh Task; for no ſober Man woe 1 
put 


nnot © 


that 3 
Mon, 
Obſcurity in his litteral Tranflation of Ho- 
race, attempted in the fame Compaſs of 
Lines: 
V as» 
Eng- 
Ou. 2 
either Perſpicuity or Gracefulneſs will fre- 


time 


ords, 


when 


wut a 
eos pdaa Toad Trey x tn.) 


2 quently be wanting. 
eum- | avoided both theſe Rocks in his Tranfla- 
once, tion of the three firſt Lines of Homer's 
* Oayſſes, which he has Contracted into 
two. 

Dic mihi Muſa Virum capte poſt tempora Troje 
each 
this 
2 So many Towns, ſuch Change of Manners. ſaw. 
with 
Fal!“ 
ſs of - 
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pat himſelf into a Danger for the Applauſe 


of ſcaping without breaking his Neck. 


We ſee Ben. Johnſon could not avoid 


Nay Horace himſelf could ſcarce 
have done'it to a Greek Poet, 


Brevis eſſe Iaboro, obſcurus ſio. 


Horace has indeed 


Qui mores hominum multorum vidit & urbes. 
Muſe, ſpeak the Man, who ſince the Siege of Troy, 


Earl of Roſe. 


But then the Sufferings of Ulyſſes, which 
are a conſiderable part of that un 
ate omitted. 


7 | The 
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The Conſideration of theſe Difficulties, 
in a ſervile, litteral Tranſlation, not long 
ſiuce made two of our Famous Wits, 
Sit John Denham, and Mr. Cowley, to 
contrive another way of turning Authors 


into our Tongue, call'd by the latter of 
them, Imitation. As they were Friends, I 


ſuppoſe they Communicated their Thoughts 
on this Subject to each other, and there- 
fore their Reaſons for it are little diffe- 
rent: Though the Practice of one is much 
more Moderate. I take Imitation of an 
Author, in their Senſe, to be an Endea- 
vour of a later Poet to write like one 
who has written before him on the ſame 
Subject: That is, not to tranſlate his 
Words, or to be confin'd to his Senſe, 
but only to ſet him as a Pattern, and to 
write, as he ſuppoſes that Author would 
have done, had he liv'd in our Age, and 
in our Country. Yet I dare not ſay that 
either of them have carried this liber- 
tine way of rendring Authors (as Mr. 
Cowley calls it) ſo far as my Definition 
reaches. For in the P:ndar:ick Odes, the 
Cuſtoms and Ceremonies of ancient Greece 

| are 


9 
2 
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are ſtill preſerv'd: But I know not what 
% Miſchief may atiſe hereafter from the Ex- 
7% ample of ſuch an Innovation, when Wri- 
ters of unequal Parts to him ſhall imi- 


tate ſo bold an Undertaking. To add 
and to diminiſi what we pleaſe, which 
is the way avow'd by him, ought only to 
be granted to Mr. Cowley, and that too 
only in his Tranſlation of Pindar, becauſe 
he alone was able to make him amends, 
by giving him better of his own, when 
ever he refus'd his Author's Thoughts. 
Pindar is generally known to be a dark 
Writer, to want Connexion, (I mean as 
to our Underſtanding) to ſoar out of Sight, 
and leave his Reader at a Gaze: So wild 
and ungovernable a Poet cannot be tranſ- 
lated literally, his Genius is too ſtrong to 
bear a Chain, and Sampſon like he ſhakes it 
off: A Genius ſo elevated and unconfin'd 
as Mr. Cowley's, was but neceſlary to 
make Pindar ſpeak Engliſh, and that was 
to be perform'd by no other way than Imi. 
tation. But if Virgil, or Ovid, or any regu- 
lar intelligible Authors be thus us'd, 'tis no 


4 * longer to be call'd their Work, when nei- 
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ther the Thoughts nor Words are drawn 
from the Original : but inſtead of them ® 
there is ſomething new preduc'd, which 
is almoſt the Creation of another Hand. 
By this way *tis true, ſomewhat thati s Ex- 
cellent may be invented, perhaps more Ex- 
cellent than the firſt Deſign, though Virgil 
mult be ſtil] excepted, when that Perhaps 
takes Place: Yet he who is inquiſitive to 
know an Author's Thoughts, will be diſ- 
appointed in his Expectation. And *tis not 
always that a Man will be contented to- 
have a Preſent made him, when he expects 
the Payment of a Debt. To ſtate it fairly, 
Imitation of an Author is tne moſt advan- 
tagious way for a Tranſlator to ſhew him- 
ſelf, but the greateſt Wrong which can be 
done to the Memory and Reputation of 
the dead. Sir John Denham (whoadvis'd 
more Liberty than he took himſelf,) gives 
this Reaſon for his Innovation, in his ad- 
mirable Preface before the Tranſlation of 
the ſecond Aneid. Poetry is of ſo ſubtile 
4 Spirit, that in pouring out of one Lan- 

guage into another, it will all Evaporate ; 
and if a new Spirit be not added in the- 
Trans- 


Transfuſion, 
n but a Caput Mortuum; I confeſs this 
Argument holds good againſt a literal, 
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there will. remain nothing- 


ranſlation; but who defends it? Imitati- 


Jon and Verbal Verſion are in my Opinion 
the two Extreams, which ought to be a- 


7 voided :. And therefore when TI have pro- 


pos'd the Mean betwixt them, it will be. 
ſeen how. far his Argument will reach. 


No Man is capable of tranſlating Poe- 
try, who, beſides a Genius to that Art, is 
not a. Maſter both of his Author's Lan- 
guage, and of his own: Not muſt we un- 
derſtand the Language only of the Poet, 
but his particular Turn of Thoughts, and 4 
Expreſſion, which are the Characters that 
diſtinguiſh, and as it were individuate him 
from all other Writers. When we are 
come thus far, *tis time to look into our. 
ſelves, to conform our Genius to his, to 
give his Thought either the ſame turn, if 
our Tongue will bear it, or if not to vary- 
but the Dreſs, not to alter or deſtroy the 
Subſtance, The like Care muſt be taken 
of the more outward Ornaments, the 

a 3 Words; 
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Words; when they appear (which is but pe allo! 
ſeldom) litterally graceful, it wete an In- heceſſa 
jury to the Author that they ſhould be 
chang'd: But ſince every Language is ſo 
fall of its own Proprieties, that what 1s 
Beautiful in one, is often Barbarous, nay 
ſometime Nonſenſe in another, it would 
be unreaſonable to limit a Tranſlator to 
the narrow Compaſs of his Author's 
Words: *Tis enough if he chuſe out ſome 
Expreſſion which does not vitiate the 
Senſe. I ſuppoſe he may ſtretch his Chain *' 
to ſuch a Latitude, but by Innovation of 
Thoughts, methinks he breaks it. By this 
Means the Spirit of an Author may be 
transfus'd, and yet not loſt: And thus 'tis 
plain, that the Reaſon alledged by Sir 
John Denham, has no farther Force than 
to Expreſſion : For Thought, if it be tranſ- 
lated truly, cannot be loſt in another 
Language, but the Words that convey it to 
our Apprehenſion (which are the Image and 
Ornament of that Thought) may be ſo ill 
choſen as to make it appear in an un- 
nandſome Dreſs, and rob it of its native 
Luſtre. There is therefore a Liberty to 
be 


s but 


OVID's EPISTLES. 


{ pe al low'd for the Expreſſion, neither is it 


n In- neceſſary that Words and Lines ſhould be 


d be 
is ſo 


nat is 
, nay 


70uld 3 
he is no longer Ovid. 
that he receives Advantage by this lop- 
ping of his ſuperfluous Branches, but 1 
rejoin that a Tranſlator has no ſuch Right: 
When a Painter Copies from the Life, I 
ſuppoſe he has no Privilege to alter Fea- 
tures, 
that his Picture will look better; perhaps 
the Face which he has drawn would be 
more Exact, if the Eyes or Noſe were 
Zalter'd, but 
reſemble the Original, 
ly there may a ſeeming Difficulty ariſe, 
that is, if the Thought be notoriouſly tri- 
Iva or diſhoneſt : But the ſame Anſwet 


Or tO 
hor's 
ſome 
the 
ain 
n of 
y this 
y be 
$ 'tis 
Sir 

than 
ranſ- 
ther 
it to 
and 
O ill 
un- 

itive 
y to 
be 


tonfin'd to the Meaſute of their Original. 
he Senſe of an Author, generally ſpeak- 


ng, is to be Sacred and [nviolable. If 
the Fancy of Ovid be luxuriant, *tis his 


haracter to be ſo, and if I retrench it, 
It will be reply'd, 


and Lineaments, under. pretence 


"tis his Buſineſs to make it 
In two Caſes on- 


will ſerve for both, that then they ought 
not to be Tranſlated. 
Ez que 
Diſeres tradtata nite{cers poſſe, relinquas. 


Tuus 
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Thus L have ventur'd to give my Opi- 
nion on this Subje& againſt the Authority 
of two great Men, but I hope without 
Offence to either of their Memories, for 


I both lov'd them living, and reverence |} 
them now they are dead. But if after 
what I have urg'd, it be thought by better 
Judges, that the Praiſe of a Tranflation ' 
conſiſts in adding new Beauties to the 
Piece, thereby to recompence the Loſs which 
it ſuſtains by change of Language, I ſhal! 
be willing to be taught better, and to re- 
cant. In the mean time it ſeems to me, 
that the true Reaſon why we have ſo 
few Verſions which are tolerable, is not 
from the too cloſe purſuing of the Au- 
thor's Senſe; but becauſe there are ſo few *' 


who have all the Talents which are re- 


quiſite for Tranſlation; and that there f 
is ſo little Praiſe and ſo ſmall Encou- 
ragement for ſo conſiderable a part of 


Learning. 


To apply in ſhort, what has been ſaid 
to this preſent Work, the Reader will 
here find moſt of the Tranſlations, with 

ſome 


10 
me 1 
he Au 
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10rity ? ze Author's Senſe: That of OErone to 
thout Paris, is in Mr. Cowley's way of Imi- 
s, for tion only. I was defir'd to ſay that 
rence he Author, who is of the Fair Sex, un- 
after ſerſtood not Latin. But if ſhe does not, 
better I am afraid ſhe has giv'n us occaſion to be 
lation , ſham'd who do. 


fre- Rules which I have given; and taken more 
me, Liberty than a juſt Tranſlation will al- 
'e 10 Yow. But ſo many Gentlemen, whoſe 
s Not Wit and Learning are well known, be- 

Au- ng join'd in it, I doubt not but their Ex- 
few Tellencies will make you ample Satisfacti- 
on for my Errors. 


by Y 
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47 HO tor 


By the Honourable Sir CA RR. SRO E, Bar. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Ahe Poeteſs Sapho, forſaken by her Lover Phaon - 
YZ (who was gone from Lesbos to Sicily) and re” 
fold, in Deſpair, to drown her ſelf, writes this 
Letter to him before ſhe dies. 


RESIST HILE Phan to the Flaming Ain 
flies, 

Conſum̃ d, with no leſs Fires, poor 
Sapho dies. 

£5 I burn, I burn, like kindled Fields 
l of Corn, | 

hen by the driving Winds the Flames are born. 

> y Muſe and Lute can now no longer pleaſe, 

IF hey are th' Employments of a Mind at caſe, 
and'ring from Thought to Thought I fit alone 

II Day, and my once dear Companions ſhun. 

In vain the Lesbian Maids claim each a part, 
here thou alone haſt ta'en up all the Heart. 

4 h lovely Youth ! how canft thou cruel prove, 
SD ca blooming Years and Beauty bid thee love? 
”z B I 


Yu 
* 
8 


If none but equal Charms thy Heart can bind 


2, 
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Pitneſt 


Then to thy ſelf alone thou muſt be kind. 1 y He 
Yer worthleſs as 1 am, there was a time 4 peechl, 
When Phaon thought me worthy his Eſteem. ; A nd ne 


A thouſand tender things to Mind I call, Put whe 
For they who truly love remember all. Wich E 
Delighted with the Muſick of my Tongue, Like ſo 
Upon my Words with ſilent Joy he hung, 8 Who tc 
And ſnatching Kiſſes, ſtopp'd me as I ſung. Expos'« 
. Kiſſes, whoſe melting touch his Soul did move, Forgett 
The Earneſt of rhe coming Joys of Love. So ill, 
Then tender Words, ſhort Sighs, and thouſand Charms is the 
Of wanton Arts endear'd me to his Arms; 1 In plea 
Till both expiring with tumultuous Joys, And m 
A gentle Faintneſs did our Limbs ſurprize. Welcon 
Beware, Sicilian Ladies, ah! beware Then '. 
How you receive my faithleſs Wanderer, In eto 
Lou too will be abus d, if you believe Thy te 
The flatt'ring Words that he ſo well can give. With a 
Looſe to the Winds 1 let my flowing Hair, But wh 
No more with fragrant Scents perfume the Air, And al 
But all my Dreſs diſcovers wild Deſpair. $ The de 
For whom, alas! ſhould now my Art be ſhown? I lay n 
The only Man 1 car'd to pleaſe is gone. Soon a. 
Oh let me once more ſee thoſe Eyes of thine. 3(Thoſe 
Thy Love I ask not, do but ſuffer mine. There 


Thou might'ſt at leaſt have ta'en thy laſt Farewel, p And to 
And feign'd a Sorrow which thou didſt not feel. Then | 
No kind remembring Pledge was ask'd by thee, 4 And vi 
And nothing left but Injuries with me: 


8 

* 

. 

* NH 
* 

. 
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Pitneſt, ye Gods, with what a Death - like Cold 
My Heart was ſtix d, when firſt thy Flight was told. 
i zeechleſs and ftupid for 2 while I lay, 

And neither Words nor Tears could find their way, 


1 


But when my ſwelling Paſſion forc'd a vent, 


; 


ith Hair diſhevel'd, Clothes in pieces tent; 


Like ſome mad Mother thro the Streets 1 run, 


ho to his Grave attends her only Son. 


a xpos'd to all the World my ſelf I ſee, 
Forgetting Virtue, Fame, and all but thee; 


; So ill, alas! do Love and Shame agree! 


harm 


ris thou alone that art my conſtant Care, 


In pleaſing Dreams thou comfort'ſt my Deſpair; 


nd mabeſt the Night, that does thy Form convey, 


welcome to me above the faireſt Day. 
Then 'ſpight of Abſence, 1 thy Love injoy; 
In cloſe Imbraces lock d methinks we lye; 
Thy tender Words 1 hear, thy Kiſſes feel, 


With all the Joys that Shame forbids to tell. 
ut when 1 waking miſs thee from my Bed, 
And all my pleaſing Images are fled; 

& The dear deluding Viſton to retain, 
I lay me down, and try to ſleep again. 


soon as I rife I haunt the Caves and Groves, 


Je conſrious Scenes of our once happy Loves) 
There like ſome frantick Bacchanal I walk, 


And to my ſelf with ſad Diſtraction talk. 
3 Then big with Grief I throw me on the Ground, 


thee, |» 4 And view the melancholy Gretts round, 


& 
AY 
Wi 9 
i 
* 0 


B 2 Whoſe 
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Whoſe hanging Roof of Moſs and craggy Stone 
Delights my Eyes above the brighteſt Threne; 
But when I ſpy the Bank, whoſe graſſie Bed 
Retains the Print our weary Bodies made; 

On thy forſaken fide I lay me down, 

And with a ſhow's of Tears the Place 1 drown, 
The Trees are wither'd all fince thou act gone, 
As if for thee they put their Moutning on. 

No warbling Bird does now with Muſick fill 
The Woods, except the mournful Philomel. 
With hers my diſma! Notes all Night agree, 
Of Tereus ſhe complains, and I of thee. 
Ungentle Youth! didſt thou but ſee me mourn, 


Hard as thou art, thou wouꝰdſt, thou wou dſt return. 


My conſtant falling Tears the Paper ſtain, 

And my weak Hand can ſcarce dire& my Pen. 

Oh could thy Eyes but reach my dreadful State, 
As now 1 Rand prepar'd fer ſudden Fate, 

Thou cou'dſt not ſee this naked Breaſt of mine 
Daſht againſt Rocks, rather than join'd to thine. 
Peace, Sapho, peace! thou ſend'ſt thy fruitleſs Cries 
To one more hard than Rocks, more deaf chan Seas. 
The flying Winds bear thy Complaints away, 

But none will ever back his Sails convey. 

No longer then thy hopeleſs Love attend, 

But let thy Life here with thy Letter end. 


a 
iD 
4 c 
A C. 
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; I burn 
By di 
X Phaon 


| While 


No m 
4 Muſic 


Soft 8 
Love 


1 5 Wholly Tranſlated, 
1 By Mr. P O P E. 


Ax, lovely Youth, that doſt my Heart commaud, 
A Can Phaon's Eyes forget his Sapho's Hand? 
Muſt then her Name the wretched Writer prove? 
turn. To thy Remembrance loſt, as to thy Love! 

Ask not the Cauſe that I new Numbers chuſe, 
7 phe Lute neglected, and the Lyric Muſe ; 


te, Love taught my Tears in ſaddec Notes to flow, 
And tun'd my Heart to Elegies of Woe, 

1e I burn, 1 burn, as when thro? ripen'd Corn 

ne. 1 By driving Winds the ſpreading Flames are born! 


Ciies © Phaon to tna's ſcorching Fields retires, 
iSeas, Þ Waile I conſume with more than £:n4's Fires ! 
No more my Soul a Charm in Muſick finds, 
© Muſick has Charms alone for peaceful Minds: 
oft Scenes of Solitude no more can pleaſe, 
Love enters there, and I'm my own Diſeaſe: 
No more the Lesbian Dames my Paſſion move, 
Once the dear Objects of my guilty Love; 
All other Loves ate loſt in only thine, 
Ah Youth ungtateful to a Flame like mine! 
1 B 3 Whom 


® 
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Whom wou'd not all thoſe blooming Charms ſux et on: 


prize, Once i! 
Thoſe heav'nly Looks, and dear deluding Eyes? Still al 
The Harp and Bow wou'd you like Phabns bear, "Fox oh 
A brighter Phebus, Phaon might appear; | My M. 
Wou'd you with Ivy wreath your flowing Hair, And al 
Not Bacchus ſelf with Phaen cou'd compare: Tou ſt 
Yet FThœbus lov'd, and Bacchus felt the Flame, Z And f. 
One Daphne warm'd, and one the Cretan Dame; In all 
Nymphs that in Verſe no more cou'd rival me, And ti 
Than ev'n thoſe Gods contend in Charms with thee, ? Then! 
The Muſes teach me all their ſofteſt Lays, | | Tou ſt 
And the wide World reſounds with Sapho's Praiſe. Sg Till 
Tho' great Alceus more ſublimely ſings, ' And i 
And ſtrikes with bolder Rage the ſounding Strings, ; The i 
No leſs Renown attends the moving Lyre, = dl, 
Which Cxpid tunes, and Venus does inſpire. ; But 3 
To me what Natute has in Charms deny'd 4 That 
Is well by Wit's more laſting Charms ſupply'd. 0 Nor 
Tho' ſhort my Stature, yet my Name extends Tho! 
To Heav'n it ſelf, and Earth's remoteſt Ends, 4 And 
Brown as I am, an Athiopian Dame yg Havi 
Inſpir*d young Perſeus with a gen'rous Flame, you 
Turtles and Doves of diff ring Hues, unite, And 
And gloſſy Jett is pair'd with ſhining White. ba _ 
If to no Charms thou wilt thy Heart reſign, 4 My 
But ſuch as merit, ſuch as equal thine, © My 
By none, alas! by none thou can'ſt be moy'd, : Ig 
Phaon alone by Phaen muſt be loy's! | = 

| u 


yes? 
dear, 
air, 

e, 


me; 
me, 


th. thee, 
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Tet once thy Sapbo cou'd thy Cares employ, 


Once in her Arms you center'd all your Joy: 
g Sill all thoſe Joys to my Remembrance move, 
For oh! how vaſt a Memory has Love? 


My Muſick, then, you cou'd for ever hear, 


And all my Words were Muſick to your Ear. 


fou ſtop'd with Kiſſes my inchanting Tongue, 


And found my Kiſſes ſweeter than my Song. 


In all I pleas'd, but moſt in what was beſt; 
And the laſt Joy was dearer than the reſt, 


Then with each Word, each Glance, each Motion fit d, 


Lou ſtill enjoy'd, and yet you ſtill defir'd, 


raiſe. 


Strings, 


Yea 


Till all diſſolving in the Trance we lay, 
And in tumultuous Raptures dy'd away. 
The fair Sicilians now thy Soul inflame 
Why was I born, ye Gods, a Lesbian Dame? 
But ah beware, Sicilia» Nymphs! nor boaſt 


That wandring Heart which 1 ſo lately loſt; 
Nor be with all thoſe tempting Words abus'd, 


| Thoſe tempting Words were all to Sapho us d. 


And you that rule Sicilia's happy Plains, 


2 Have pity, Venus, on your Poet's Pains ! 


Shall Fortune ftill in one ſad Tenor un, 

And fill increaſe the Woes ſo ſoon begun? 

Enur'd to Sorrows from my tender Years, 

My Parent's Aſhes drank my early Tears, 

My Brother next, neglecting Wealth and Fame, 
Ignobly burn'd in a deſtrutive Flame. 

An Infant Daughter late my Griefs increaſt, 

Aud all a Mother's Cares diſtract my Breaſt, 

"DP -< Alas, 
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Alas, what more could Fate it felf impoſe, 

But Thee, the laft and greateſt of my Woes? 
No more my Robes in waving Purple flow, 

Nor on my Hand the ſparkling Diamonds glow, 
No more my Locks in Ringlets curl'd diffuſe 
The coftly Sweetneſs of Arabian Dews, 

Nor Braids of Gold the vary'd Treſſes bind, 
That fly diſorder'd with the wanton Wind: 

For whom ſhou'd Sepho uſe ſuch Arts as theſe? 
He's gone, whom only ſhe defir'd to pleaſe! 
Cupid's light Darts my tender Boſom move, 
Still is there Cauſe for Sepho ſtill to love: 

So from my Binh the Siſters fix'd my Doom, 
Aud gave to Venus all my Life to come; 

Or while my Muſe in melting Notes complains, 
My Heart relents, and anſwers to my Strains. 
By Charms like thine which all my Soul haye won, 
Who might not---ah ! who wou'd not be undone? 
Fer thoſe, .4#rora Cephalus might ſcorn, 

And with freſh Bluſhes paint the conſcious Morn, 
For thoſe might Cynthia lengthen Phaon's Sleep, 
And bid Endymion nightly tend his Sheep. 

Venus for thoſe had rapt thee to the Skies, 

But Mars on thee might look with Venus Eyes, 
O ſcarce a Youth, yet ſcarce a tender Boy ! 

O uſeful Time for Levers to employ ! 

Pride of thy Age, and Glory of thy Race, 
Come to theſe Arms, and melt in this Embrace ! 
The Vows you never will return, receive: 
And take at leaſt the Love thou wilt not give. 


See, 
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# hee, while I write, my Words ate loſt in Tears; 
"The leſs my Senſe, the more my Love appeats. 

1 ure *twas not much to bid one kind Adieu, 

Tat leaſt to feign was never hard to you) 

Farewel my Lesbian Love! you might have ſaid, 

Pr coldly thus, Farewel oh Lesbian Maid! 

No Tear did you, no parting Kiſs receive, 

| Nor knew I then how much 1 was to grieve. 

No Gift on thee thy Sapho cou d confers 

And Wrongs and Woes were all you left with her: 
No Charge I gave you, and no Charge cou'd give, 
But this; Be mindful of our Loves, and live. 

Now by the Nine, thofe Pow'rs ador'd by me, 
And Love, the God that ever waits on thee, 
When firſt I heard (from whom 1 hardly knew) 
That you were fled, and all my Joys with you, 
Like ſome ſad Statue, ſpeechleſs, pale, I ſtood ; 

2 Grief chill'd my Breaſt, and ſtop'd my freezing Blood; 
No Sigh to riſe, no Tear had. Pow'r-to flow; 
®Fix'd in a ſtupid Lethargy of Woe. 

But when its way th' impetuous Paſſion found; 

I rend my Treſles, and my Breaſts I. wound, 

I cave, then weep, I cutſe, and then complain, 
Now ſwell to Rage, now melt in Tears again. 
Not fiercer Pangs diſtract the mournful Dame, 

2: Whoſe ficſt-born Infant feeds the Fun'ral Flame: _ - 
: My ſcornful Brother with a Smile appears, 

| j Inſults my Woes, and triumphs in my Tears, 
His hated Image ever haunts my Eyes, 

And u this Grief ? thy Daughter lives; he cries, 


See, 1 3 stung. 


ſe? 


NS, 


won, 
one? 


OTN. 
92 


ce! 
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stung with my Love, and furious with Deſpairs 
All torn my Garments, and my. Boſom bare, 
My Woes, thy Crimes, I to the World proclaim 
Such inconſiſtent Things are Love and Shame! 
*Tis thou art all my Care, and my Delight, 

My daily Longing, and my Dream by Night : 
O Night more plealing than the brighteſt Day, 
When Fancy gives what Abſence takes away, 
And dreſt in all its vifionary Charms, 

Reſtores my fair Deſerter to my Arms! 


Then round your Neck in wanton Wreaths I twin& 


Then you, methinks, as fondly circle mine: 

A thouſand tender Words, I hear and ſpeak ; 

A thouſand melting Kiſſes, give, and take: 

Then fiereer Joys-----I bluſh to mention theſe, 

Yet while 1 bluſh confeſs how much they pleaſe ! 

But when with Day the ſweet Deluſions fly, 

Aud all things wake to Life and Joy, but I, 

As if once more forſaken, I complain, 

And cloſe my Eyes, to dream of you again, 

Then frantick riſe, and like ſome Fury rove 

Thro' lonely Plains, and thro” the ſilent Grove, 

As if the filent Grove, and lonely Plains, 

That knew my Pleaſures, cou'd relieve my Pains. 

I view the Grotto, once the Scene of Love, 

The Rocks around, the hanging Roofs above, 

Which charm'd me more, with Native Moſs o'ex- 
grown, 

Than Phrygian Marble or the Parian Stone, 


| Shades 


Eterna 


| _ 


S APH O ro PHAON. IT 


1 find the Shades that did our Joys conceal, 

Not Him, who made me love thoſe Shades ſo well! 
ere the preſt Herbs with bending tops betray 
Where oft entwin d in am'rous Folds we lay; 

g kiſs that Earth which once was preſt by you, 
And all with Tears the with'ring Herbs bedew. 
For thee the fading Trees appear to mourns 
; nd Birds defer their Songs till they Return: 
Night ſhades the Groves, and all in Silence Ilye, 
All, but the mournful Phileme! and I, 
with mournful Philomel 1 join my Strain, 
of Tereus ſhe, of Phaon I complain. 

A Spring there is, whoſe Silyer Waters ſhow, 
Clear as a Glaſs, the hining Sands below ; 

A flow'ry Lotos ſpreads its Arms above, 

9 Shades all the Banks, and ſeems it ſelf a Grove; 

Eternal Greens the moſſie Margin grace, 
Watch'd by the Sylvan Genius of the Place. 

Tater as I lay, and ſwell'd with Tears-the Flood, 
4 Before my Sight a Watry Virgin ſtood, 
she ſtood and cry'd, „O you that love vain! 
Fly hence; and ſeek the far Leucadian Main; 
There ſtands a Rock from whoſe impending Steep, 
% Apollo's Fane ſuryeys the rolling Deep; 
There injur'd Lovers, leaping from above, 

1 Their Flames extinguiſh, and forget to love. 

Deucalion once with hopeleſs Fury burn'd, 

* In vain he lov'd, relentleſs Pyrrba ſcorn'd;. 
$1 But when from hence he plung'd into the Main, 
- ” Dexcalion ſcorn'd, and. Pyrrha lov'd in vain. 

1 . | «© Haſte- 


twins, 


ye, 
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« Haſte, Sapho, haſte, from high Leucadia throw a h! —_ 
Thy wretched Weight, nor dread the Deeps be. Db d o 

6 low! | This Bre 
She ſpoke, and vaniſt'd with the Voice -I riſe, 3 1 here t! 


And ſilent Tears fall trickling from my Eyes. 4 
1 go, ye Nymphs! thoſe Rocks and Seas to prove; AY 
How much 1 fear, but ah! how much 1 love! wp 
I go, ye Nymphs ! where furious Love inſpires ; 
Let Female Fears ſubmit to Female Fires! 
To Rocks and Seas 1 fly from Phaon's Hate, 
And hope from Seas and Rocks a milder Fate. 
Ye gentle Gales, beneath my Body blow, 
And ſoftly lay me on the Waves below ! 

And thou, kind Love, my ſinking Limbs ſuſtain, 7 9 
Spread thy ſoft Wings, and waft me o'er the Main, 
Nor let a Lover's Death the guiltleſs Flood pro 

fane ! 
On Pheb«,* Shrine my Harp Þ11 then beſtow, 
And this Inſcription ſhall be plac'd below, 
« Here ſhe who ſung, to Him that did inſpire, 
* Sapho to Phæbus conſecrates her Lyre, 
« What ſuit; with Sapho, Phæbus, ſuits with thee ; 
1% The Gift, the Giver, and the God agree. 
But why alas, relentleſs Youth! ah why 

To diſtant Seas muſt tender Sapho fly? 
Fhy Charms than thoſe may far more pow 'rful be, 
And Phebus ſelf is leſs a God to me. 
Ah! canſt thou doom me to the Rocks and Sea, 
O far more faithleſs and more hard than they? 


Ah! 


Po 
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| h! can't thou rather ſee this tender Breaſt 


o 
eps be- 5 aſh*d on ſharp Rocks, than to thy Boſom preft? 

This Breaſt, which once, in vain! you lik'd ſo well 
le, I 1 here the Loves play'd, and where the Maſe; dwell-- 
. 3 Alas! the Muſes now no more inſpire, 
prove; ntum d my Lute, and ſilent is my Lyre, 

"My languid Numbers have forgot to flow, 

8: And Fancy ſinks beneath a Weight of Woe. 


e; 


on * 


Þ e Lesbian Virgins, and ye Lesbian Dames, 


No more your Groves with my glad Songs ſhall ring, 
No moretheſe Hands ſhall touch the trembling String : 
since Phaen fled, I all thoſe Joys reſign, 


2 Wretch that 1 am, Id almoſt call'd him Mine! 


Return fair Youth, return, and bring along 


Joy to my Soul, and Vigour to my Song : 

4 Abſent from thee, the Poet's Flame expires, 
But ah! how fiercely burn the Lover's Fires? 
Gods! can no Pray'rs, no Sighs, no Numbers move 
One ſavage Heart, or teach it how to love? 


© The flying Winds have loſt them all in Air! 
Oh when, alas! ſhall more auſpicious Gales 
Io theſe fond Eyes reſtore thy welcome Sails? 
If you return- --ah why theſe long Delays? 

. Foor Sapho dies while careleſs Phaon ſtays, 

$ O launch thy Bark, nor fear the watry Plain, 

d Venus for thee ſhall ſmooth her native Main. 
O launch thy Batk, ſecure of proſp'rous Gales, 


1 x ot thee ſhall Cypid ſpread the ſwelling Sails, 


if 
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If you will flp-----(yet ah! what Cauſe can be, 
Too cruel Youth, that you ſhou'd fly from me 2) 
If not from Pham 1 muſt hope for Eaſe, 

Ah let me ſeek it from the raging Seas: 

From thee to thoſe, unpity'd, I'll remove, 

And either ccaſe to live, or ceaſe to love! 


Fhills to Demophoon. 


: By 'E.D., 28.0 LE Y, Eſq; 


f 
TY ig 


» The ARGUMENT. 


Etmophoon, who was Son to Theſeus and Phæ- 
dra, in returning from the Trojan War into his 
pen Country, was by a Tempeſt driven upon the 
Coaſts of Thrace; where Phillis, who was then 
Queen of Thrace, extertain'd and Marry d him. 
hen he had ſtay d with her ſome Time, he heard 
that Neneſtheus was dead, (who, after he had 
Conquer d Theſeus, had uſurp'd the Government 
ef Athens) and under pretence of ſettling his own 
Affairs, he went to Athens, and promis d the 
Queen that be would come back again in a Month. 
Ihen he had been gone four Months, and that ſhe 
Lad heard no News of him, ſhe writes him this 
Letter. | 
= [give 
Ou've gone beyond your Time, and ought to 
So kind a Wife as Phillis leave to grieve, 


4 
ol 


Du promis'd me you would no longer ſtay, _ 

Nen till the firſt full Moon ſhould light your Way, 
*Wrice did it fince its borrow'd Light renew, | 
'' thrice has Chang'd, but not fo much as you. 
0 Did 


are 


, 
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Did you the Days, and Hours, and Minutes tell, 
As Phillis does, and they that love ſo well, | 
You'd ſay *twere time to weep ; your Sorrows too 
Would juſtify thoſe Tears ſhe ſheds for you. 
Still did I Rope, and thought you'd till be here; 
We hardly can believe thoſe Things we fear ; a 
Now *tis too plain, and, ſpight of Love and you, 

1 muſt both fear it, and believe it too. | ; 
How oft did 1 deceive my ſelf, and ſwore 

I ſaw your Ship juſt making to the Shore: 


Then curs'd theſe Friends I thought had caus'd yd Ws con! 
Would you were half ſo Innocent as they. (KM ſwor 
Hea 


Sometimes I fear d, by foaming Billows toſt, Co 
You might be Shipwrack'd whilſt you fought ee © 
And griev'd t have injue'd whom I thought ſo true ſc 


1 begg'd that Pardon I'd refus'd to you. IM {wo1 
Then, cruel Man ! did 1 the Gods implore thoſe 
To let you live, tho' I ne'er ſaw you more, and by 
When 1 a favourable Gale eſpy'd, 85 e = 

u ſw 


He comes, if he's alive, he comes, I cry'd. 
And'thus my Love ſtill ſought ſome new PretencI® 
And I grew Eloquent in your Defence. eh nu 
Yet thou avoid ſt me ſtill, nor do I ſee Meu' df 
Thoſe Promiſes thou mad'ſt to Heav'n and me. track 
« But thy falſe Vows, alas! were all but Wind, Y Fair's 
4. Thy Vows and Wiſhes made the Gale more kit t H 
« They fill'd youx Sails, and you were fore d aw F* ©2 
By the ſame Wiſhes, which' you made to ſtay. 1 * 
What have I done, but lov'd to an Exceſs? Wl d pe 
You'd not been Guilty had I lov'd you lefs. F 2 


* 
vhs 


to 1 
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{only Crime is, Loving you too well; | 


es tell, ny 

L ſure ſome Merit in that Crime does dwell. 

»ws too Mhre's now your Faith? And whete's the Love you 
1 bore? 


Pre are the Gods by whom you fulſly ſwore? 


> hace; _ 
ar; Pre's Hymen too, who join'd our tender Years > 
nd you, pid me love, and baniſt'd all my Fears. 


01 ſwore by th' (welling Billows of the Main, 
ch you oft try'd and yet would truſt again, 


5 4 her than ſtay with me, tho* much more kind, 


caus d yt | | conſtant too, than ate the Seas or Wind. 
y. (RoW ſwore by the Great Ruler of the Flood, 
ft; [Cod Heay*nly Author of your Royal Blood; 
fought v e'er a God had any thing to do | 
t ſo iu 2< ſo falſe and fo unkind as you) 
@ {wore by Venus, and the fatal Steel 
© of thoſe proud Datts, which too too much 1 feel; 
re, A by great June, whole leſiſtleſs Art 
3a e thee my Hand, when I had givn my Heart. 
4. h du ſwor'ſt fo much, that if each God ſhould. bo 
. Preten . to revenge his injur'd ſelf and me, | 
| h num rous Miſchiefs on thy Head would au. | 
| Meu' dſt not have room enough to bear them all. 
nd ny Il trated I, as if I'd fear d your Stay, 
at Wind, Mair d your Ships to hurry you away. 
move kit Mat Haſte you wanted, my cars'd Care ſupply'd, 
ore d aw Ws to your Sails, and Current to your Tide. 
to ſtay, s was 1 falſely by my ſelf betray'd, | 
n) d perifid by the Wounds my Hands have made. 


Jef, 
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I fooliſhly beliey'd thoſe Oaths you ſwore, 


The Race you boaſted, and the Gods you bore. 
Who could have thought ſuch gentle Words Cer hun T 


Upon a treacherous, deluding Tongue ? 

I ſaw your Tears, and I believ'd them all; 
Can they lye too, and ate they taught to fall? 
What needed all-that num'rous Perjury ? 

One was enough to her that loy'd like me. 
I'm not aſham'd I did your Ships receive, 

And your own Wants did carefully relieve; 
Thoſe Debts I ow'd you on a nobler Score ; 
But then, *tis true, I ſhould have done no more. 
All 1 repent, is that I baſely ſtrove 

T' increaſe your Welcome by a Nuptial Love. 
That Night that uſher'd in th' unhappy Day, 
Which did me to your guilty Love betray; 

I with that fatal Night had been my laſt ; 
Then I had dy'd, but then I had been Chaſt. 

I hop'd you were, cauſe 1 deſery'd you, True i 
Is it a Crime to wiſh what is our Due? 


*Tis ſure no mighty Glory to deceive 4 


A tender Maid, ſo willing to belicve. 
My Weakneſs does but heighten your Offence, 
You kindly ſhould have ſpar'd my Innocence. 


You've gain'd a Maid that lov'd you, and may't bt 


Your greateſt Prize, and only Victery. 
May your proud Statue, rais'd by this Succeſs, 


Shame your great Father, *cauſe his Crimes were leſ. 


And when late Story ſhall of Tyrants tell, 
And who by Syron, and Procruſtes fell; 


J 
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bore. 


er hu 


all? 


nce, 
e 


eſs, 


were leſs [i 
Men boldly thou did'ſt my ſoft Limbs embrace, 


$4 vith long Killes dwelt'ſt upon my Face; 
c Drown'd 


4 Th e Centaurs Flight, the Thebans Overthrow, 
. W 10 *twas durſt force the diſmal Shades below; 


PHILLIS to DEFMOPHOON. 


en for your Honour ſhall at laſt be ſaid, 
es He, who by 4 wretched Wile betray'd 
Loving, Innocent, Believing Maid, 

all thoſe Acts, we in your Father knew, 
Treachery alone remains in you, 


| oh at only can excuſe the 7/1; you do, 
u both Inherit and Admire it too. 


Ariadne did betray, but ſhe 
joys a Husband mightier far than He. 


By the ſcorn'd Threcians my Embraces ſhun, 
auſe 1 from them into thy Am, did run. 


t ber, they cry, to learned Greece be gone, 


ell find a Monarch to ſupply the Throne. 


us all we do depends on an ill Fate, 
{ich does for ever on th' Unhappy wait; 


for hould'ſt thou ever bleſs theſe Seas again, 
They'd praiſe that Love of which they now 


may't be 


Ti 
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plain. 


C en would they ſay, What could ſhe better do, 


h for her ſelf, and for her Kingdom tos ? 

I have err'd, and thou'rt for ever fled, 

Irget'ſt my Empire, and forget'ſt my Bed. 
thinks I ſee thee ſtill, Demophoon, 

y Sails all hoiſted, ready to be gone, 


25 


Ie may that Fate all his beſt Thoughts attend, 
ho judges others Actions by the End, 


com - 
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P 
Drown'd in my Tears, and in your own you lay, 4 , 111 Cr 
And curs'd the Winds that haften'd you away. or 
Then parting cry'd, (methinks I hear thee ſtill ) 7 
Phillis 7'l! come, you may be ſure I will, , ſoug 
Can I expect that thou' It eber ſee this Shore, d now 
Who lefr'| it that thou neꝰ er might'ſt ſee me mort Nun to 
And yet 1 beg you'd come too, that you may Abd viev 
Be only Guilty in too long a Stay. s Day 
What do I ask? Thou, by new Charms poſleſ9d, Ipatien 
Forget'ſt my Kindneſs on another Breaſt ; ad whe 
And, better to compleat the Treachery, hank 


Swear'ft all thoſe Oaths, which thou haſt broke to m Men wi 
And haſt (falſe Man) perhaps forgat my Name, Wer can 
And ask'ſt too, who 1 am, and whence I came? When n. 
But that thou better may'ſt remember me, 4 
Know, thou ungrateful Man, that 1 am ſhe, 
Who, when thou'dſt wander'd all the Ocean o'er, 
Hatbour'd thy Ships, and welcom'd thee to Shore 4 
Thy Coffers ftill repleniſh'd from my own, 

And to that height a Prodigal was grown, 

1 gave thee all thou ask'dſt, and gave ſo faſt, 

1 gave my ſelf into thy Pow's at laſt; 

I gave my Scepter and my Crown to Thee, 

A Weight too heavy to be born by me. 

Where Hemus does his ſhady Head diſplay, 

And gentle Heber cuts his Sacred Way, 

So great's the Empire, and fo wide the Land, 
Scarce to be govern'd by a Woman's Hand, 

She whom Fate would not ſuffer to be Chaſt, 
Whoſe Nuptials with a Fun'ral Pomp was grac'd;y 
Sh 
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lay. in Cries diſtutb'd us midſt out ſwifteſt Joys, 
ay. a our drawn Curtains trembled with the Noiſe, 


kill) en cloſe to thee I clung, all drown'd in Tears, 

1 ſought my Shelter, where I'd found my Fears. 
e, 4 now while others drown their Care in Sleep, 
1e mom un to th' barren Shore and Rocks, to weep, 
ay a view with longing Eyes the ſpacious Deep. 

A Day and Night 1 the Winds Courſe ſuxvey, 
Teſs d, patient 'till 1 find it blows this Way : 

A ad when a- far, a coming Sail 1 view, 

I hank my Stars, and I conclude *tis you; 
ke to m hen with ſtrange haſte 1 run my Love to meet; 
dame, pr can the flowing Waters ſtop my Feet. 
came? When near, I grow more fearful than before, 

K ſudden Trembliog ſeizes me all o'er, 6 
2 Ind leaves my Body breathleſs on the Shore. 
an O'er, ard by, where two huge Mountains guard the Way, 
o Shore here lyes a fearful, ſolitary Bay; 
„ "Oſt I've reſoly'd, while on this Place I've ſtood, 


| To throw my ſelf into the raging Flood, 
faſt; ' Wild with Deſpair, and I will do it ill, 
Fince you continue thus to uſe me III. 


Ty Ind when the kinder Waves ſhall waft me o'er, 
| KMay'ſt thou behold my Body on the Shore 
7 buried lye; and though thy Cruelty 
Harder than Stone, or than thy ſelf fnould be, 
and, et halt thou cry, aſtoniſh'd with the Show, 
d, Millis, I was net to be follow'd ſo. 
uſt, aging with Poiſons would I oft expire, 


tac d nd quench my own by a muck happier Fires 
Shun k G2 TheB 
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Then to revenge the Loſs of all my Reſt, 

Would ſtab thy Image in my tortur'd Breaft. 
Or by a Knot (more welcome far to me 
Than that, falſe Man, which 1 have ty'd with thee, 
Strangle that Neck, where thoſe falſe Arms of thin 

With treach'rous Kindneſs, us'd fo oft to twine ; 
And as becomes a poor Unhappy Wife, 

Repair my ruin'd Honour with my Life. 

When we can once with our hard Fate comply, 
:Tis eaſie then to chuſe the Way to die. 8 
Then on my Tomb ſhall the proud cauſe be read- 

And thy ſad Crime ſtill live, when 1 am dead: 
Poor Phillis dy'd, by bim ſbe lov' d oppreſs'd ; 

The trueff Miſtreſs, by the falſeſt Gueſt. 

He was the cruel Cauſe of all ber Woe, 

But her own Hand per form'd the fatal Blow, 


t. 
vith the. 
s of thin 
vine; | 
By Mr. ED. FLOYD. 
mply, The ARGUMENT. 
| emophoon, the Son of Theſeus and Phædra, re- 
be read: turning from the Trojan Wars, was by adverſe 
tad: Minds driven on the Thracian Shore, where he 


vas royally entertained, and received into familia- 
V rity by Phillis, Daughter to Lycurgus and Cru- 
© ftumena, King and Queen of Thrace: With 
® whom, after he had a while remain d, hearing of 
the Death of Mneſtheus (the Depoſer of his Fa- 
ther) he went to take Poſſeſſun of his 0wn Realm 
© of Athens, yet with earneſt Proteſtations of re- 
turning within the Stace of one Month. But be- 
ing detain'd paſt the appoi ted time by the Diſtra- 
Lions his People were under, he gave occaſion to 
7 Phillis (impatient of delays) to write him this 
1 Epiſtle, 


BD Hiltis (Who entertain'd thy Love and Thee, 
$ Faithleſs Demephoon) blames thy Perjuty: 
low when with pain we parted didſt thou mourn, 
| nd ſcem'dft to live alone for thy return! 
Phlli How didſt thou limit my diſtreſs, and ſwear 
Fitkia one Month thy ſpeedy preſence. here! 
C 3 Yet 
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Yet now four Moons are weary'd out, and {es 
Thee {till regardleſs of thy Vows and me, 
Hadſt thou a tender Senſe to know the Pain 

Of abſent Lovers, who expect in vain, 

Thou wouldft not call me hafty, nor upbraid 
Theſe humble Murmurs of a Wife betray'd. 
We're flow in our believing IIls, for 1 

Flatter'd my {elf that yet 1 ſhou'd not die: 

My ſelf I've oft deluded,----thoughr thee kind--- 
----Thy Ship returning with a proſp*rous Wind: 
Theſeus I've curſt, and yet unjuſtly him, 

Fot thou perhaps art Author of thy Crime. 
The dang'rous Shoals of Hebrus made me mourn, 1 a 
As fancying thee expos'd in thy return. A 
Oft for thy Health I've ſought the Gods by Pray“ 
And Incence burnt to place thee in their Care. 
Wheneer the Wind ſtood fair, I fancy'd ſtreight 
Thy ſudden Preſence, or thy certain Fate. 

Then have I ſtudy'd Reaſons for thy Ray, 

And urg'd my Wit to favour thy delay: 

Yet doſt not thou the Senſe of Vows retain, 

To Gods, and me, made equally in vain, 

Thy ſtricteſt Vows did mix with common Air, 
Nor does thy tardy Fleet the Fault repair. 

Thy Abſence fully does my Crime reprove, 

And ſeems deſign'd ro pay ſo cheap a Love, 

My only fault was loving ealily, 4 
And yet that fault claims gratitude in Thee. hen 
Wheie's now thy Faith, - thy ſuppliant Hands, and 8 
The God prophan'd by thy fallacious Pray't? 4 
Where 
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Wherc's men now that ſhould our Hearts unite 


Wes and ſecure our conjugal delight? 
Wt, by the Sea thou ſwor'ſt thy Meaning juſt, 


in 
| | e Sea that then thou wert about to truſt : 
id ou ſwork by thy pretended Grandſire's Name, 
d. e Got that does rebeitious Storms reclaim; 
B venus and by Love's Artillery, 
: 4 2 Inſtruments of mighty Woes to me: 
eind -- 740: who of Marriage Vows takes care, 
Vind; d Ceres, who the hallow'd Torch does bear: 
ond theſe wiong'd Powrs be juſt, cou'dſt thou with» q 
. Ihe angry ſtroke of an Almighty Band? [Rand 
mourn, BW) Ships I did repair, thy Sails improve, 
And ſtien;then'd the deſerter of my Love. 
by Pray“ I ave thee Ours as Inſtruments of ſpeed, 
dare. Wd ſharpen'd all the Darts by which I bleed. 
eight T y Words, thy Kindred Gods--whateerwas feign'd 
With Joy I heurd, with Faith J entertain'd: 
v ew'd with regard thy falſe commanded Tears, 
| Th y artfal Sorrow, and thy ſeeming Fears. 
» by Arts of Love to me thou might'ſt have ſpar'd, 


For | was too unhappily prepar'd. 
Air, Yor mou'd 1 grieve to have well treated thee, 
| nd limited my Boſpitality, 
gut to ad vit thee looſely to my Breaſt, 
Treaſon, fatal to my preſent Reſt. 


0 
hn! had I dy'd before that Evening came, 

ü Ihen had dy'd in Peace ſecure of Fame. 

nds, and Ficldiog | hop'd thy Gratitude might move, 

"r2 nd ſhewing mine, deſerve thy utmoſt Love, 

Where C4 But 
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Thy hated Image thus inſcrib'd ſhall end- 


And only to his Treachery art Heir: 


Some nobler Hand ſhall govern warlike Thrace, 
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But *tis inglorious thus to have betray'd 
(AU pitileſs) a frail believing Maid: 

A Maid that lov'd thee thou haſt robb'd of Fame, 
And may no greater Honour reach thy Name, 
In Athens when thy Statue ſhall be plac'd 

Near thy great Father with his Trophies grac'd; 
When Scyron and Procruſtes ſhall be read, 

Feinis and Minotaure in triumph lead: 

Thebes quite reduc'd, the centaurts Overcome, [ 
Hell ſtorm'd, and the black King diftuib*'d at hom Th. 


=-- He who betray'd his Miſtreſs and his Friend, 
Of all thy mighty Father has atchiev'd, 
Thou lik'ſt that Ariadne was deceiv'd: 
What he repented, thou doſt ſtill admire, 


{Vnenvy'd) ſhe enjoys a nobler Mate, 

And drawn by harneſs d Tygers, rides in State. 
The Thracians, whom I ſcorn'd, now ſhun my Bed, 
As one by ſtrange polluted hands mil-led : 
Says one, Let learned Athens be her place, 


The End proves all---and may he never hit 

His raſh Preſage, who dares coudemn thee yet, 
For ſhou'dſt thou now return, each will conclude 
1 ſtudy'd with my own my Country's Good: 
I've fail'd, alas! Thou no review doſt make 

Or of my Palace or the Chryſtal Lake. 

My Eyes retain thy graceful lmage, when 

With movinful Bows thou bad'ſt me hope again. | 
Tho 8 
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ou did'ſt embrace me, and with ſuch delay, 

That long - breath'd Kiſſes ſeem'd to mean thy Ray ; 
You didſt exchange, and mix our Tears, and ſweas 
e Wind was inauſpicious, when 'twas fair; 

hen our Divorce thou cou'dſt no more decline, 


zrac'd; ou ſaid'ſt, Expect me Phillis, I am thine : 
mn 1 expect, who meant to come no more, 
kad Ships no more deſign'd to touch this Shote-? 
ne, fe Qill 1 hope---ah! come, tho? paſt thy time, 
at hom at thy delay may be thy only Crime. 
— ne wanton Maid (perhaps) ſeduces thee, 
1a, "Abd buys thy Love with cheap Diſcourſe of me. 
Pou can'ſt not be unmindful who I am, 
Saſule thy ſelf for my negleRted Name; 
Millis, thy conſtant, hoſpitable Friend, 
Who did her Harbour and Aſſiſtance lend: 
ve, Empire, All ſubmitted to thy Will, 
tate. Who gave thee much, and wifh'd to give thee ill; 
my Bed, Jhcurgus? Land ſurrender'd to thy ſway, 
1 Ind to thy Hand its Scepter did convey, 
Ax far as Medope and Hemus go, 
race. And the ſoft Streams of ſacred Hebrus flow; 
it ee my laſt Bluſhes bleſt, thy Loves long Toils 
yet, warded with my conquer'd Virgin Spoils. 
nclude e howling Fiends and ominous Birds of Night 
d: With diſmal Notes perform'd each Nuptial Rite: 
e ith her curl'd Snakes the fierce Ales came, 


light our Tape:s with infernal Flame, 
Rocks I walk---and o'cr the barren Sand, 


again. F; as my Eyes can reach the ſpacious Strand; 
Tho 8 C5 Look 
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Look out all Hours to ſee what Wind ſtands fair, eg 
By Earth's cold damp untir'd, or Heav'n's bleak Ar WW! ch 
When any diſtant Sail I chance to ſpy, 1 

I fancy thy loofe Streamers drawing nigh; 4 
Launch'd into Sea, the tardy Gales I chide, k i 
And to meet thee I ſtem th* impetuous Tide; 4 
When their Approach declares my Hopes are vain, 

I fainting crave th' Aſſiſtance of my Train. * 
Above the Bay, which the ſpent Billows blocks, 


And forms a Precipice of pendent Rocks, Fnaus 
Thence my Deſpair preſented me a Grave, A Dau! 
And nought but thy return my Life ſhall ſave. Dan. 
May ſome kind Wave to thy own Shore convey, Brot. 
And at thy Feet thy floating Phillis lay, In k 
Thy melting Heart this diſmal ſound will groan, Mir. 
In theſe Embraces join'd, we meet too ſoon--- 9 All 
Oft have I thirſted for a pois'nous draught, 4 _ 
As oft a Death from ſome kind Ponyard ſought; $ 555 
Oft round that Neck a ſilken Twine I caſt, x Pr 
Which once thy dear perfidious Arms embrac'd. 1 O 
By Death I'll heal my preſent Infamy, = © 
But ſtay to chooſe the ſpeedieſt way to die. Writes 
This ſad ſhort Epitaph ſhall ſpeak my Doom, a hap, 
And fix my mournful Story on my Tomb, I: (ay 
This Monument did falſe Demophoon build, ant 
With the cold Aſbes of bis Miſtreſs filld; t me 
He was the Cauſe, and hers the Hand that kill'd, 8 Gui! 
prime 
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[ anaus, King of Argos, had by ſtueral Wives fifty 
, G Dug bers, his Brotber Egyptus as many Sons. 
ſave. Panaus. refuſing to Marry his Daughters to his 
convey, 4 Brothers Sons, was at laſt compelled by an Army. 

In Revenge, he Commands his Daught-rs each to 
groan, Mrrther her Hutband on the Welling Night : 
51 K All obey d but Hypermneſtra, who aſſiſte her 
he” Husband Linus to eſcape ; for which being aſter- 
fought ; M wards Impriſoned aud put in Irons, ſhe writes this 

3 þ } 

, Elite. 
rac'd. O that dear Brother who alone ſurvives 

: Of Fifty, late, whoſe Love betray'd their Lives, 
. Writes me that ſuffers in her Lord's Defence: 
m, apey Wife, whoſe Crime's her Innocence! 

raving him 1 love, l'm Guilty call'd: 
Id 1 been truly ſo, I'd been extoll'd. 

| t me be Guilty ſtill, ſince this they ſay 
14. f Guilt, 1 glory thus to diſobey. 


Þ:ments nor Death ſuall draw me to repent : 
80:21 againſt me they uſe that Inſtrument 


pern. i 


Trom 
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From which I ſav'd a Husband's dearer Life, While yo! 
And with one Sword kill Linus in his Wife; md 
Yet will I ne'er repent for being true, ing! 
Or bluſh t' have lov'd: That let my Siſters do: ) neſs, | 
Such Shame, and ſuch Repentance is their due. * th 
I'm ſeiz d with Terror, while I but relate, e 
And ſhun Remembrance of a Crime 1 hate! In Tach e 
The frightful Memory of that dire Night 11 is'd t 
Enervates ſo my Hand I ſcaxce can write. pu ah! 
Howe er III try. With Ceremony gay, Wy Soul 
About the Set of Night, and Riſe of Day, oula 
The wicked Siſters were in Triumph led, Holt th 


And I among 'em, to the Nuptial Bed. Hot ck 


The Marriage Lights, as Fun'ral Lamps appear, 7 ow. 6: 

und threatning Omens meet us ev'ry where. "I an I 

4:;* 'n they call: Hymen neglects their Cries : 4 hat 
Nay Juno too from her own Argos flies. He, l 

Now come the Bridegrooms, high with Wine, to And. 3 - 
I \ 


Somerhing with us, more lov'd than Wine, behind. 
Full of impatient Love, careleſs and braye, 

They ſeize the Bed, nor ſeeing there a Grave. 
What follow'd, Shame forbids me to expreſs ; 

But who fo Ignorant as not to gueſs. 

Now their tir'd Senſes they to Sleep commit, 

A Sleep as ſtill as Death; ah, too like it! 

* Twas then, methought, 1 heard their Groans that dy*d; , 
Alas! 'twas more than Thought! I, terrify d, 
Lay wembling, cold, and without Pow'r to move 
In that dear Bed, which you had made me love. | 
While 


1 
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1 ile you in the ſoft Bonds of Sleep lay faſt, 


fe 
1 7 Charm'd with the Joys of Love, then newly paſt : 
ö ing to difobey, 1 riſe at laſh, 
eis ſweet Heay' ns, how tender was the Strife 

s do | 
irt the Name of Daughter and of Wife. 

due. : : 2 
Mice o'er your Breaſt, which did fo lately join 

et uch an Ecſtaſie of Love to mine, 

| I Ris'd the pointed Steel to pierce that Part; 
ah! th' Atttempt ſtrook nearer my own Heart, 
Is Soul divided thus, theſe Words, among 

; youſand Sighs, fell ſoftly from my Tongue. 

: Hoſt thou not heed a Father's awful Will? 
oc thou not fear his Pow'r? On then, and kill, 
ow can I kill, when 1 conſider Who? 

ppear, Mi : ; 

- Han I think Death? againſt a Lover too ? 

4 © What has my Sex with Blood and Arms to do? 
Pe, thou art now by Love to Shame detray'd: 
« „ Siſter-Brides by this have all obey'd. 

ie, to find | ; 
ith Shame their Courage and their Duty ſee : 

> behind, 
6 not a Daughter, yet a Siſter be, 
5 R o, 1 will never ſtrike: If one muſt die, 
4 nus ſhall live, and my Death his ſupply. 
221 hat has he done, or I, what greater III? 
: Por him to die, and 1, much worſe, to kill > 
_ eie he as guilty as my Father wou'd 

©Freſent him, why muſt 1 be ſtain'd with Blood? 

Fg dy'd; g 1 Pony ards and Swords ill with my Sex agree: 

4 : oft Looks, and Sighs of Love, our Weapons be. 
move #1 lamented thus, the Tears apace 
c T2. D; ppt fiom my pitying Eyes, on thy loy'd Face. 
711116 iT 


While 
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While you, with kind and am'rous Dreams poſſe, . 


1hrew careleſly your dear Arm o'er my Breaſt, 
There thinking to repeat. Joys lately known, 
Your Hand upon my Sword was almoſt thrown. 
*T was time to call; no longer! forbore, 


Dreading the Day's approach» my Father's more, i 


Wake, Linus, wake, I cry'd; O quickly wake, 
Or ſteep for ever here: Th' Alarm you take, 
Stat up; ask twenty Queſtions in one Breath: 
To all I anſwer thus--- Delay is Death; 

Fly while *tis dark, and *ſcape eternal Night. 
While it was dark you made a happy Flight: 
1 ſtay'd to meet the Terrors of the Light. 


With Day my Father comes, the Dead to view; | 


And finds the diſmal Sum one ſhort, by you, 
Entag'd to ſee his Treachery betray'd, 
By his Command, Fm thus in Fetters laid. 
Is this Reward due to my Love from Fate? 
Ah, wretched Flame! Paſſion unfortunate ! 
Since Jo ſuffer'd under Juno's Rage, 
Nothing that Rivall'd Goddeſs can aſſwage, 
Th' unhappy Miſtreſs of the mighty Fove, 
Chang'd to a Cow, a Form unapt for Love, 


Views in her Father's Streams her Head's Array, | 


Sees her own Horns, and frighted, ſtarts away. 


When ſte'd complain, ſte lows; and equal Fears 4 


From her new ſelf ſurpriſe her Eyes and Ears, 
In vain to loſe the frightfnl Shape ſhe tries, 
For Je follows ſtill, where Je flies, 
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ain ſhe wanders over Lands and Seas; 
te find Cure whoſe ſelf is the Difeaſe? 
y ſevere the Change 1n her appear'd, 


c Bcauty Fove has lov'd, and Juno fear'd. 


We - 


ſs and the Springs her Food and Drink ſupply: 
only Lodging's the unſheltring Sky. 


p y at need I urge Antiquity ? my Fate 


freſh Inſtance of the Goddeſs? Hate. 


4 double ſtock of Tears by me are ſpilt, 
for my Brothers Death, and Siſters Guilt, 


as if that were ſmall, theſe Chains arrive, 
juſe 1, alone, am guiltleſs, you alive. 


Y ut, my dear Lord, if any Thought you haye, 


of the Love, or of the Life I gave: 


| f ny Memory with you does laſt, 


of the Pleaſures, or the Dangers paſt, 


, Linus, now ſome Help to her afford, 


o wants the Liberty ſhe gave her Lord. 

I ife forſake me e'er I you can ſee, 

d Death, before my Linus, ſet me free, 
my unhappy Earth from hence remove, 


Ja give thoſe Obſequies are due to Love. 


* 
4 


al Fears if 


Ears. 
les, 


zen Pm interr'd 1 know ſome Tears will fall: 
en let this little Epitaph be all. | 
ere lies a Love compleat, the hapleſs Wife, 

Vho catch*d the Death aim'd at her Husband's Life, 


Nie 1 muſt reſt my Hand, tho' much remains, 


bh | 


"= 
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Ws quite diſabled with the Weight of Chains, 


Ariadne 


— cc 


Theſe Lines fiom that unhappy Shore I write, 
Where you forſook me in your faithleſs Flight, 


Ariadne to Theſeuriﬀs 
The ARGUMENT. 1 


Minus, King of Crete, by a ſharp War compe 
the - Athenians, (who had treacherouſly ſlain | 
Son Androgeos,) to ſend yearly ſeven young Mi 
and as many Virgins, to be devour d by the N 
notaure; 4 Monſter begotten by a Bull upon | 
Wife Paſiphae, while he was engaged in that Wi 
The Chance at laſt fell upon Theſeus to be (l 
among thoſe Youths; who by the Inſtruction, 
Ariadne eſcaped out of the Labyrinth, after he | 
kilPd the Minotaure, and, together with her, f 
to the Tfle of Naxos. But, biing command 
by Bacchus, he forſook her, while ſhe ſlept. Wh 
ſhe awnk'd, and found her ſelf deſerted, 
writes this Letter. 


— 
3 
r 


Han ſavage Beaſts more fierce, more to be fear! 
Expos'd by thee, by them 1 yet am ſpar'd! 


And the moſt tender Lover did betray, 1 
While lock'd in Sleep, and in your Arms lhe lay. of 8, 
When Morning Dew on all the Fields did fall, 
And Bizds with early Songs for Day did call; . 
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Dien l, half ſleeping, ſtretch'd metow'rds your Place, 
Ind ſought to preſs you with a new Imbrace: 

T7 t ſought to preſs you cloſe, but ſtill in vain ; 
Wy folding Arms came empty back again. 
Ma:tled, 1 roſe, and found that you were gone, 
ien on my widow'd Bed fell raging down : 

at the fond Breaſt, where, ſpight of me, you dwell, 
nd tote that Hair, which you once lik'd ſo well, 
= the Moon's Light 1 the wide Shore did view, 

t all was Deſart, and no Sight of you, 

hen every Way with Love's mad Haſte I fly, 

ö Wit ill my Feet with my Deſires comply; 

WF cary they (ink in the deep yielding Sands, 
Wcfuling to obey ſuch wild Commands. 

Jo all the Shore of The/eus 1 complain, 

he Hills and Rocks ſend back that Name again: 
ft they repeat aloud the mourntul Noiſe, 

nd kindly aid a hoarſe and dying Voice. 

Tho” faint, yet ſtill impatient, next I try 

o climb a rough ſteep Mountain which was nigh : 
ly furious Love unuſual Strength ſupply'd:) 8 
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om thence, caſting my Eyes on every ſide, 
rr off the flying Veſlel I eſpy'd. | 

J 2 your ſwell'd Sails the wanton Winds did play, 
3 hey court you ſince they ſee you falſe as they) 
au, or fancy'd that I ſaw you there, 

Ind my chill Veins froze up with cold Deſpair: 
Thus did 1 languiſh, *cill returning Rage 
n new Extreams did my fir'd Soul ingage. 


The 1 cn, 
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Theſens, I cry, perfidious Theſes ſtay ! h ev'ry 
(But you are deaf, deaf as the Winds, or Sea ') Mt no k 
Stay your falſe Flight, and let your Veſſel bear Ap ſov 
Hence the whole Number which the landed hete! lm Se: 


A 


In loud and doleful Shrieks I te!l the reſt; r then 
And with freſh Fury wound my hated Breaſt. t a ſac 
Then all my ſhining Ornaments I tear, m al! 


And with ſtretch'd Arms wave them in open Air, m tl: 
Thar you might ſee her whom you conld not hear te Ib 

But when out of my Sight the veſſel flew, tray'd 
And the Horizon ſtar me from the View ; hen te 
From my ſad Eyes, what Floods of Tears did fal Michet 
(Till then Rage would not let me weep at all.) Pen he 
Still let them weep, for lofing fight of you, dw off 
'Tis the whole Buſineſs which they onght to do, at wi 
Like Bacchns raving Prieſts ſometimes I go: 1, per 
With ſuch wild Haſte, with Hair diſheved ſo, one 
Then on ſome craggy Rock fit filent down, d yo 
As cold, unmoy*'d, and ſenſeleſs as the Stone. Wu'd t 
To our once happy Bed 1 often fly; s bc 


(No more the Place of mutual Loye and Joy.) d a 
See where my much lov'd Theſeus once was laid, dre: 
And kiſs the Print which his dear Body made, fore 


Here we both lay, I cry, falfe Bed reſtore 
My Theſens; kind and faithful as before. 
I brought him here, here loſt him while I flept. 
How well, falſe Bed, you have my Lover kept! 
Alone and helpleſs in this deſart Place, 
The ſteps of Man or Beaſt I caunot trace, 
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to do. 
| , perjur'd Theſeus, I thy Love furvive, 
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ev'ry fide the foaming Billows bear, | 


| t no kind Ship does offer a Retreat. 

Id mould the Gods ſend me ſome lucky Sail, 

im Seas, good Pilots, and a proſp'rous Gale; 
t then my Native Soil 1 durſt not ſee, 


t a ſad Exile muſt for ever be. 

om all Crete's hundred Cities I am curſt, 

om that fam'd Ifle where Infant Fove was nurſt. 
te I betray'd for you, and, what's more dear, 
tray'd my Father, who that Crown does wear, 


; w en to your Hands the fatal Clew I gave, 
did fall!) 


hich thro! the winding Lab'rinth led you fafe: 


dw oft you ſwore, by all your Dangers paſt, 
gat with my Life your Love ſhonld ever laſt ! 


en how you loy'd, how eagerly imbrac'd! 5 


one foxſaken and expos'd does live. 
d you flaia me, as you my Brother flew, 


du'd then abſolv'd your ſelf from ey'ry Vow 3 
s both my preſent Grief denies me Reſt, 8 


d all, that a wild Fancy can ſuggeſt 
dreadful Ills to come, diſttacts my Breaſt, 


More my Eyes a thouſand Deaths appear, 


ve, yet ſuffer all the Deaths 1 fear. 


q metimes I think that Lions there do go, 

Ind ſcarce dare traſt my Sight, that 'tis not ſo, 
Wagin* that fierce Wolves are howling there, 

Ind at th' imagin'd Noiſe ſhrink up with Fear. 

| ea think what Monſters from the Sea may riſe, 


fancy bloody Swords before my Eyes. 


Buy 
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But moſt I dread to be a Captive made, F | ift Han 


And ſee theſe Hands in ſervile Works imploy'd, {ith wh 
Unworthy my Extraction from a Line ad curſt 
On one fide Royal, and on both Divine: yd emp! 
And, (which my Indignation more would move,) Weep and 
Unwotthy lier whom Theſe#s once did love. vain, 1 

If tow'rds the Sea 1 look, or tow'rds the Land, 5 Poor u 
Objects of Horror ſtili before me ſtand, le athe e 


Nor date I look tow'rds Heav'n, or hope to find r ſee 
Aid from thoſe Gods who chang'd my Theſeus MinWnt a | 
If Beaſts alone within this Iſland ſtay, ad thy 
Behold me left to them a helpleſs Prey ! dy Ca: 
If Men dwell here they muſt be Savage too; Sus T. 
This Soil, this Heaven made gentle Theſeus ſo, "Mean w 
Would Athens never had my Brother ſlain, Pere t. 
Nor for his paid ſo many Lives again. e th 
Would thy ſtrong Arm had never giv'n the Woun The Be 
Which ſtrack the doubtful Monſter to the Ground; 
Nor I had giv'n the guiding Thread to thee, Wu 'ſe 
Which, to my own Deſtruction, ſet thee free. ; 
Let the unknowing World thy Conqueſt praiſe, 
It does not Ariadne's Wonder raiſe: 

So hard a Heart, unarm'd, might ſafely ſcorn | 
The Strength and Sharpneſs of the Monſter's Horn 
If Flint or Steel could be ſecure of Wound, A 
No room for Fear could in that Breaſt be found. pu c 
Curſt be the Sleep which ſeal'd theſe Eyes ſo faſt Mx'd 
Curſt, that begun, it did not ever laſt! Ind! 
For ever curſt be that officious Wind, 1 ook 
Which fill'd thy Sails, and in my Ruin join'd w 1 
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Eaſt Hand, which me, and which my Brother kill'd ! 
loy'd, (With what Misfortunes our ſad Houſer has fill'd!) 
d curſt the Tongue, which with ſoft Words betray'd, 
Ia empty Vows, a poor believing Maid! 
moye,) jt ep and the Winds againſt me had combin'd 
e. Vain, if perjur'd Theſeus had not join'd, 
e Land, poor Ariadne, thou muſt periſt here, 
ithe out thy Soul in ſtrange and hated Air, 
to find r ſec thy pitying Mother ſhed one Tear: 
ſens? Miu ant a kind Hand which thy fix'd Eyes may cloſe, 
d thy ſtiff Limbs may decently compoſe, 
y Carcaſs to the Birds muſt be a Prey. 


003 us Theſeus all thy Kindneſs does repay ! 

t ſo, "Mean while to Athens your ſwift Ship does run 

, There tell the wondring Crowd what you have done: 
| | dw the mixt Prodigy you did ſubdue ; 

he Woun! 


Me Beaſt and Man, how with one Stroke you ſlew, 
Ground Meſcribe the Lab'rinth, and how, taught by me, 


hee, © *ſcap'd from all thoſe perplex'd Mazes free. 
Tee. l, in return, what gen'rous Things you've done: 
Yraiſe, h Gratitude will all your Triumphs crown! 
rung ſure from Rocks, and not of human Race! 

[corn My Cruelty does thy great Line diſgrace. 
er's Horn, Met couldſt thou ſee, as barb'rous as thou art, 
d, Theſe diſmal Looks, ſure they would touch thy Heart. 
e found. Ibu cannot ſee, yet think you ſaw me now 
s ſo faſt! Wx'd to ſome Rock, as if 1 there did grow, 0 

Ind trembling at the Waves which roll below. 


4 jook on my torn and my diſorder'd Hairs, 


ind! k on my Robe wet through with how*rs of Tears, 
cul 
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And my numm'd Hand unequal Letters makes, 
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With the cold Blaſts ſee my whole Body makes, 


1do not urge my hated Metit now, | 


Bur yiel, chi ouce, that you do nothing ove. | 7 


I neither ſav'd your Life, nor ſet you face :. 
Yet therefore muſt you force this Death on me? 
Ah! ſee this wounded Breaſt worn out with Sich, P) 
And theſe faint Arms trereb'd ta che $ea5 and Ste 

see theſe few Hairs yet ſpar'd by Grief and Rage, 


Some Pity let theſe flowing Tears engage. _ 
Turn back, and, if Lm dead when you return, © = . 
vet lay wy Aſhes in their peaceful Urn, Houſe | 

Sang Her 1 


hakes, L 


aakes, 

.! FJermone to Orefte, 
Ee 

on me? ? 

n Sigl; By Foun PULTNET, n 

and Skies The ARGUMENT. 

W r mione, the Daughter of Menelaus and Helena, 
"Xo was by Tyndarus her Grandfather (to whom 
| I 


nenelaus had committed the Government of His 
Couſe when he went to Troy) contracted to Oreſtes. 
Her Father Menelaus, not knowing thereof, had 
1 bethroth'd her to Pyrrhus, the Son of Achilles, 
who, returning from the Trojan Wars, ſtole her 


away. Whereupon ſhe writes to Oreſtes as fol- 
owe. 


HIS, dear Oreſtes, this, with Health to you, 

3 From her that was your Wife and Coyltntoo 5 
Pur Couſin ill, but oh! that dearer Name 

Wife, another now does falſely claim. 

nat Woman can, I have already done, 

Mt rm confin'd by rough Achilles? Son. 

With much of Pain, and all the Art I knew, 

1 rove to ſhun him, yet all would not do. 

4 jand off, ſaid I, faul Raviſher take heed, 

Ly injur'd Husband will Revenge this Deed; 

$ et he, more deaf than angry Tempeſts are, 
3 { o his loath'd Chamber drag'd me by the Hair, 
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By you, and only you, I would be freed. 


48 O VID“ EPISTLES. 


Had Troy ſtill ſtood, had every Grecian Dame 
Become a Prey to th' haughty Victor's Flame, 
What could 1 more have ſuffer'd than 1 do? 
Far more than poor Ardromache e' er knew. 
But oh, my Dear! if, as I have for thee, 
Thou haft a tender Care, or Thought for me, 
Come bravely on, and as robb'd Tygers bold, : 
Snatch me half Murther'd from the Monſter's hol! 
Can you purſue each petty Robber's Life? | 
And yet thus tamely loſe a raviſh'd Wife? 
Think how my Father Menelaus rag'd 

For his loſt Queen, think what a War he wag'd, 
When pow'rful Greece was in his Cauſe ingag'd. 
Had he ſat quietly, and nothing try'd, 

As once ſhe was, ſhe'd ſtill been Paris? Bride, 
Prepare no Fleet, you will no Forces need, 


Not but wrong'd Marriage is a Cauſe alone 
Sufficient for th' ingaging World to own, 
Sprung from the Royal Pelopean Line, 

You are no leſs by Blood than Marriage mine. 
Theſe double Ties a double Love perſuade, 
And each ſufficient to deſerve your Aid. 

I to your Arms was by my Guardian giy'n, | 
The only Bliſs I would have begg'd from Heav'n. 
But that unknown, (O my unhappy Fate!) 2 
My Father gave me to the Man I hate. 

Juſt were thoſe Infant Vows to you I made, 
But this laſt AR has all thoſe Vows betray d. 


o 
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_ 00 well he knows what *tis to be in Love; 
* How can he then my Paſſion diſapprove? 
L 1 ince Love himſelf has felt, he will, nay muſt, 
* Allow this Paſſion in his Daughter juſt, 
y Fate reſembles my wrong'd Father's Caſe, 
ur and Pyrrhus is that Thief that Paris was. 
_ Let my proud Goaler the brave Deeds run o'er, 
er's hol ount all the Laurels his great Parents wore, 
hat e'er his cou'd, yours greater did, and more. 
et him claim Kindred with ſume God above, 
a ou are deſcended from the mighty Jove. 
do Nov rave as you are, I wiſh *twere underſtood 
zag'd. y ſomething elſe, than by Ægiſthu: Blood; 
Jet you are Innocent, Fate drew the: Sword, 
de. And a religious Duty gave the Word. | 
„ Mith this the Tyrant does my Lord diſgrace, 
And what's ftill worſe, dares do it to my Face 
25 . hilſt burſt with Envy, I am forc'd to be 
R ackt, and tormented with his Blaſphemy. 
: all my Oreftes be abus'd, and 1 
— F A: one that's unconcern'd fit careleſs by? 
C Fo, though diſabled, and of Arms bereft, ' 
Jet as a Woman I have one way left, as i 
1 Fears I can ſhed, ſuch as will yield Relief 


Fo my ſick Mind, choak'd with exceſs of Giiets | 
q 1 or when the big-charg'd Storm hath loft its Pow t, 
& ſighs it ſelf into a ſilent Show'r. 


1 


de, 1 his I can do, whilſt by each other reſt, bed 
1d. Fe . Pearls run trickling oer my. "oy 
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But how ſhou'd 1 this fatal Woe eſcape? 
All our whole Race was ſubject to a Rape: 
I need not tell, how, in ſoft Feathers dreft, 
The wanton God his ſofter Nymph poſſeſt; 


How thro” the Deep in unknown Ships convey'd Fou ne 
Hippodame was from her Friends betray'd; 4 y thee 
How the fair Tyntaris, by Force detain'd, At you 
By th* Amyclæun Brethren was regain'd, Jo lure 
How afterwards by all the Grecian Pow'r I gaz'd 
She was brought back from the Idæan Shore. et the 
1 ſcarce remember that ſad Day, and yet, Such w. 
Young as I was, I do remember it. s5k'd 
Her Brothers wept, her Siſter, to remove FT hou, 
Her Fears, call'd ori the Gods, and her own Fove, Wet the 
Mother, ſaid I, in a weak mournful Tone, Fyrrbu 
Will yon be gone, avid leave ne here alone? F ermio 


When' yon are gone' why ſBruw'd I ſtay behind ? 

All this 1 ſpoke, but ſpoke it to the Wind. 

Now like the reft of niy curſt Pedigree, 

By this loath'd Wretch 1 ant detain'd from thee. 
The brave Achille: wou'd have Blam'd his Son, 
Nor, had he liv'd, would this have &er been done. 
He ne'er had thought it lawful' to divide 1 
Thoſe two, hom Marriage had ſo firmly ty'd. I nun 


What is t, ye Gods, tliat thus provokes your Hate, Oft g 
Or what curs d star rules my unhappy Fate? vue f 
Why am I plagu'd by your injurious Pow? r, 3 
Robb'd of my Parents in a tendet Honor? , To t. 
He to the Wat; ue with Her Lover fle. gieſtl 


Though living both, yet both to me were dead. 
| No 


ey d 


Jove. 


| thee. 
Son, 


ty'd. 
ux Hate, 
e? 


© 
o © 


dead. 


No | 


n done. 
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Ko babling Words half fram'd upon thy Tongue 
Tull'd me to ſoft Repoſe when I was young. 
Four tender Neck was ne' er imbrac'd by me, 
Kor (at I ever ſmiling on your Knee; 


| Fou never tended me, nor was 1 led 


By thee (dear Mother) to my Martiage-Bed. 

At your Return, I ſaw, but knew you not; 

o lure my Mother's Face I had forgot. 

Y gaz'd, and gaz'd, but knew no Feature there, 
et thought *rwas you, cauſe ſo divinely Fair. 
Such was our Ignorance, even you, alas! 

2X5k'd your own Daughter, where your Daughter was. 
hou, my Oreſtes, wert my ſole Delight, 

et thee too I muſt loſe, unleſs you fight. 

yrrhus withholds me from thy Arms, that's all 
Hermione has gain*d by Ilium's Fall. 

XZ Soon as the early Harbinger of Day 

ilds the glad Orb with his reſplendent Ray 

y Grief's made gentler by th' approaching Light, 
And ſome Pain ſeems to vaniſh with the Night; 
And when a Darkneſs o'er the Earth is ſpread, 
nd I return all penſive to my Bed, 


2 ſhun this Husband, as I'd ſhun a Foe. 
Oft grown unmindful through diſtractive Cares, 
Ivve ſtretch'd my Arms, andtouch'd him unawares; 


Strait then 1 check the wandting Senſe, and fly 
3 o the Bed's utmoſt Limits, yet 1 lye 


Reſtleſs even there, and think I'm Rill too nigh, 


ears from my Eyes, as Streams from Fountains flow, 
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DLE AN DER TO HERO. 


By Mr. TATE, 


The ARGUMENT, 


Leander accuſtom'd nightly to ſwim over the Hel'e- 
ſpont to viſit Hero (Prieſteſs of Venus' Temple) 
being at laſt hinder d by Storms from his womed 
Courſe, ſends ber the following Epiſtle) 


* PL 
wu: 4 


3 0m. 
N 
OD 


Fare, 


+ $0; * . 
27 ve "> 
* r 


-- <= Eceive this Letter from Leander, fraught 

8 With Serviee, which he rather would have brought - 
SE cad with a Smile,---and yet, if thou would'ſt crown 

2 My wiſer Wiſhes, read them with a Frown. 

hat Anger from thy Kindneſs will proceed, 

Cauſe of Leander thou canſt only read. 

(The Seas rage high, and ſcarce could we prevail 
ith the moſt daring Mariner to ſail. 

Embark'd at laſt, and ſculking in the Hold, 

My Stealth is to my jealous Parents teld, 

Vs much too tim'rous they, as I too bold. 

WD writ, ſince Writing was my ſole Relief, | 

nd o'cr the dewy Sheets thus breath'd my Grief, 
Bleſt Letter, go, my-tend'reft Thoughts convey, 

To: her warm Lip thy Signets ſhe will lay, 

And with a Kiſs diſſolve thy Seals away. 

D 3 Sev'R 
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Se v'n tedious Nights guiltleſs of Sleep I've ſtcod, 
Sigh'd with the Winds, and murmur'd with the Flood 


Then climbing th' utmoſt Clifts her Coaſt to view, 4 


My Tears, like Glaſſes, th' Object nearer drew: 1 Your v 


By th' adverſe Winds and Waves detain'd on ſhore, e fe 


My Thoughts run all our former Pleaſures o'er, 
And in ſoft Scenes of Fancy re- injoy 

The Bliſs that did our Infant Loves imploy. 
*Twas Night (a Curſe on the Impert*nent Light 


That pry'd and marr'd the Pleaſures of that Night) 
When firſt I ſwam the Ford; while Cynthia's Beam 
IJ. ook'd pale, and trembled for me in the Streams. 


My drooping Arms, in hopes they ſhall at length 
Imbrace thy Neck, feel freſh Supplies of Strength, | 
The wond'zing Waves to their new Fury yield, 
Not Tyritons faſter plow the liquid Field. 

Soon on the Temple's Spixe your Torch I ſpy'd, 
Fixt like a Star my wat'sy Courſe to guide; 


The Warmth of my Immortal Love ſuſtains, 

In the cold Flood, Life's pexiſning Remains. 
But now the gentleſt Stat that bleſt my Way, 

Your bright ſelf on the Turner I ſurvey. 

Then with redoubled Strokes the Waves divide, 

And by my Hero am at laſt deſery'd: 


Scarce could your careful Gonfident reſtrain, 


Me e in the Main } | Truſt 


But you would plunge, and meet 
And made ſo far your kind Endeavours good, 

That Ankle-deep on the Ford's Brink you ſtood; 
And ſcem'd the new ris'n Veaws of the Flood. 
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ſtcod I te Shore now gain'd, to your dear Arms I flew, 
he Flog All dropping as I was with briny Dew; 

Nor prov'd for that a more unwelcome Gueſt ; 


o view, ; 
ri our warm Lip to my bloodleſs Cheek you preſt, 
„n ſhore, Nor felt my Locks diſtilling on your Breaſt. 
s o'er, our haſty Robes are o'er my Shoulders thrown, 

ro ſhroud my ſhiv'xing Limbs, you ſtript your own : 
7, | ) Forgetting how your too officious Care, e 
Light Teft thee (my tend' reſt Part) expos'd.to Air. | 
at Nig) Ide Night and we are conſcious to the reſt, | 
4s Beam Delights that ought not, cannot be expreſt. 30 
treams, e knew ſhort Space was to our Pleaſures ſet, N 
length Ind therefore lov'd not at the common rate. vi 
rength, B. th” utmoſt Fury of our Flames imploy d, 1 
ield, The Minutes flew lefs faſt than we enjoy'd. 1 


1 With ſuch diſpatch that Night's dear Joys we wrought, 


1 ſpy'd, q To recolleQ would make an Age of Thought, 1 
. At length the fickning Stars began t' expire, ay 
dd And i with them am ſummon'd to zetice. ii i 
I Confus'dly then we our Love-Task diſpatcht, if 
. Iren thouſand Kifles in a Minute ſuatcht. LN 
Way, freut Woman chid that 1 ſo long delay d, I 
| XZ You preſt me cloſe, then ask'd me why I ſtaid. 1 
vide, My Stay you ficſt reprov'd, and then my Haſte, ( 
= Nor cry'd Fazewel, till you had claſp'd me faſt. i 
a, 3 Day broke e' er we our Am'zous Strife could end; I 
- Main; Then Gghing 1 to the cold Beach deſcend. 


od Truſt me, the Seas from your dear Coaſts ſeem ſteep, 
3 | Aud all the Way methinks I climb the Deep. 
3 (4 
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But when reviſiting your Shores, I ſeem 
\ Deſcending till, and rather fall than ſwim. 


I leath my Native Soil, and only prize | 


That Region where-my Leve's dear Treaſure lyes, | 
Why is. not Seffos to Abydns join'd ?. 

Since we united ate in Heart and Mind. 

The ſame our Hopes, our Fears, and our Deſires, 
Love is our Life, and one Loye both inſpires. 
But ah ! what Mis'ries on that Love attend, 
Whoſe Joys on hum'rous Seas and Winds depend? 
I by their Quarrel loſe, forc'd to delay 

My tender Vilit, *till they end the Fray. 

When firſt I croſt tke Gulph, the Dolphins gaz d, 
The Sea Nymphs fled, the Tritons wete amaz d. 
But now no more-I ſeem a Prodigy, 

But paſs for an Inhabitant o'th' Sea. 

And fince my Paſſage is by Storms withſtood, 

I'm nightly miſs'd by th” Brothers of the Flood. 
Oft have I curſt the tedious Way, but oh! 

I wiſh in vain that tedious Paſſage now. 

Yield me again, kind Floods, my tireſome Way, 
was never half ſo tireſome as my Stay. 
Muſt then my Halcyon Love all Winter ſleep, 
And. ne*er launck forth into a troubled Deep? 
Muſt 1 deſiſt my Homage to perform, 

And ſculk at home for ey'ry peeviſh Storm 2: 
If thus the Summer Guſts detain my Courſe, 
How ſhall I through the Winter Surges force? 
Abſence ev'n then I ſhall not long ſuſtain, 
But. boldly plunge into the raging Main 


And 


nd if t 


J'll mak 
My vent 
or if I'n 
The Wa! 


o waft 


or of it 
Will thi 
I gueſs 
rothe c 


our ſe] 
nd gr) 


Have P. 


hink 


Invoke 
' aflw: 
ut wh 
Looſe 
ruill 
ZWhilſt 
FTill t 
The A 
J Loedg' 

Bw W 


LEANDER 70 HERO. 57 


| And if the ſwelling Floods not ſoon aſſwage, 
Il make my Boaſting good, and dare their Rage. 
My vent'rous Scape ſhall in your Arms be bleſt, 
e lyes, or if I'm loſt, my Anxious Love find reſt, 
The Waves at leaſt will do my Corps the grace 
ro waft it to my wonted landing Place: 


eſires, | 1 Dr of its own accord the Am'rous Clay 


res. will thither float, nor loſe ſo known a Way! 
; I gueſs your Kindneſs will ev'n then perform 
epend?} To the cold Trunk, what you were wont when warm; 


nd grieve to find your Boſom's Warmth no more 
s gaz'd Have Pow'r, my vital Spirits to reſtore. 
2d. II this ſad Fancy diſcompoſe thy Breaſt, 45 

FThink 'twas but Fancy, and reſume thy Reſt. 

Invoke the wat'ry Pow'rs, (thy Pray'rs are Charms) 
5 r' aſſwage the Storm, and yield me to thy Arms. 
od. But when to your dear Manſion I arrive, 

Looſe ev'ry Wind, and let the Tempeſt drive. 4 

F Twill give my Stay Pretence, nor can you chide i 
Vay, ZWhilſt Thunder pleads ſo loudly on my ſide, þ 

'rill then permit this Letter to ſupply 4 

| The Author's Place, and in thy Boſom lye. 4 
2. Ledg'd in thy Breaſt, my Paſſion *rwill impart, | 
And whiſper its ſoft Meſſage to thy Heart, 


Your ſelf diſmantling, you will ſhroud me o'er, 8 


* 
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By the ſame Hand. 


IT H ſuch Delight 1 read your Letter oe 
Your Preſence only could have giv'n me mou 
Excuſe my Paſſion, if it ſoar aboye 


Your Thought; no Man can judge of Woman's Loy: | 
Erhink' 
or is a 


With Bus neſs you, or Pleaſures, may ſuſtain 
The Pangs of Abſence, and divert the Pain. 


The Hills, the Vales,the Woods, and Streams are ſtor! 


With Game, and Profit with Delight afford. 
Whilſts Gins for Beaſts, and Snares for Fowl you ſet, 
You ſmile, and your own am'rous Chains forget, 
Ten thouſand Helps beſides affect your Cure, 
Whilſt Woman's ſole Relief is to endure. 

Or with my Confident 1 hold Diſcourſe, 
Debating what ſhould interrupt your Courſe: 

Or viewing from aloft the troubled Tide, 

Mix in the Fray, and with the Tempeſt chide. 
Or in the Storm's leaſt Interval ſuſpect 

Your ſtay, and almoſt charge you with Neglect. 
1 ſeek your Footſteps on the Sands in vain, 


The Sands no more confeſs thee than the Main, 3 


1 watch th* arciving Barks, and never fail 
T* inquize of you, and write by ey'xy Sail. 
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iu 45 the ſerting Sun beſtotes the Night, 


Hs $(The Night ro me moxe welcome than the Light,) 

| | 1 fix my flaming Torch to guide my Love, 
Nor ſhines there any friendlier Star above. 

ver. Ihen with my Work or Book the Time 1 cheat. 

And *midſt the Task Leander's Name repeat. 

My wedded Thoughts no other Theme purſue, 

talk a hundred things-----but all of you. 

N What thinkꝰſt thou, Nurſe, does my Leander come > 

Or waits he 'till his Parents ſleep at home? 

For he is forc'd to ſteal his Paſſage there, 

in's Low As nightly we by ſtealth admit him here. 

in Frhink'ſt thou rhat now he ſtrips him in the Bay, 


ter oben 
me mou 


n. Joris already plung'd, and on his Way? 

are ſtor! Whilſt tue, poor Soul, with tedious Watching ſpent, 
i lakes half Replies, and Nodding gives Aſſent. 
you ſet, ret cannot 1 the ſmalleſt Pauſe allow, 

orget. hut cry, He is lanch'd forth for certain noy. 


e, FIrhen ev'ry Moment thro' the Window peep; 
Wich greedy Eyes examine all the Deep; 

And whiſper to the Floods a tender Pray'r 

Ma your behalf, as if I ſpy'd you there. 

Or to beguile my Griefs my Ear incline, 

de. Aud take each gentle Breeze's Voice for thine: 
A tat, ſurpris'd with Sleep, in Dreams I gain 

let. Mibat Bliſs for which I wak'd ſo long in vain. 

, ro ſhroud you then my Shoulders 1 diveſt, 

Main, Aud claſp you ſhiv'ring, to my warmer Breaſt ; 

A Love: need not be inform'd the Reſt. 
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60 Ovir'%" EyrisTLES. 
Theſe Pleaſures oft my ſlumb' ring Thoughts imploy, Pome, g 
But ſtill th' are Dreams, and yield no ſ@lid Joy, he glac 
Tho? ne*er ſo lively the Pruition be, "Kod mat 
To fill my Bliſs I muft have very thee. ' Fo me a 
At preſent, I confeſs, the Seas are rough, diy Bed 
But were laſt Night compos'd, and calm enough; here is 
Why did you then my longing Hopes delay ? Poſt tho 
Why diſappoint me with a total Stay! Pr want 
Is it your Fear that makes my Wiſhes vain? this di 
When rougher, you have oft ingag'd the Main; 5 ll plun: 
If it be Fear, that friendly Fear retain, F hus in 
Nor viſit me till you ſecurely may; And Dat 
Your Danger would afflict me more than Stay, pur Loy 
Dread ev'ry Guſt that blows, but oh! my Mind Pike Mi 


Miſgives, leſt you prove various as that Wind, FT wixt ! 
If e'er you change, your Error ſecret keep, Whilſt ! 
And in bleſt Ignorance permit me ſleep. How art 
Not that 1 am inform' d y' are chang'd at all, f To dare 
But abfent Lovers fear whate'er may fall, et be 
Detain'd by th' Floods, your Stay Iwill not blame; . or in 
Bur leſs I dread the Floods than ſome new Flame, 3 hink n 
Be huſht ye Winds, ye raging Billows fleep, _ : or dat 
And yield my Love ſafe Paſſage thro' the Deep, With m 
Bleſt Sign, the Taper ſparkles whilſt 1 pray, And alt 


A Gueſt i th* Flame! Leander's on his Way! 
Our Kouſhold Altar yields propitious Signs, ethin 
From which my Nurſe your ſwift Approach divines; Nor do 
The Crickets too of your Arrival warn, rho' 
And ſay our Number ball increaſe &cx Mor n. $A ſpor 

| Lay hi 
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ome, gentle Youth, and with thy Preſence make 
Fhe glad Conjecture true; the Day will break, 
And marr our Bliſs ; prevent the haſt'ning Morn; 
fro me and Love's forſaken Joys return, 
My Bed without thee will afford no Reſt, 
ugh; here is no Pillow like Leander's Breaſt, 
2 Poſt thou ſuſpe& the Time will be too ſhort ? 
pr want'ſt thou Strength th* Adventure to ſupport ? 
? Tf this detain thee, Oh! no longer ſtay, 
Fl plunge and meet thee in the Flood half way. 
Thus in the verdant Waves our Flames ſhall meet, 
And Danger make the ſoft Embrace more ſweet. 
ay. pur Love's our own, which yet we take by Stealth, 


ind Like Midnight Miſers from their hidden Wealth, 
ad, FTwixt Decency and Love unhappy made, 


"Whilſt Fame forbids what our Deſires perſuade. 
How art thou nightly ſnatch'd from me away, 


ll, Fo dare the Flood, when Sailors keep the Bay? 
Ft be advis'd, thou Conqu'ror of the Tide, 
ame; Mor in thy youthful Strength ſo much confide. 


Flame, Think not thine Arms can more than Oars prevail; 


Nor dare to ſwim, when. Pilots fear to ſail, 
eep. With much Regret I cautiouſly perſuade, 
And almoſt wiſh my Counſel diſobey'd. 
et when to the rough Main my Eyes I turn, 
Methinks 1 never can enough forewarn : 
vines; Nor does my laſt Night's Viſion leſs affrighe, 
trho' expiated with many a ſacred Rite,) 
— ſporting Dolphin, whilſt the Flood retir'd, 
Lay hid i th* Oe, and on the Beach expit'd. 
Come, Whaz 


@ 97D ists. 


What c'er the Dream portend, as yet refide : 

In the ſafe Port, nor truſt th' inęogſtant Tide. e 
The Storm (too fierce to laſt) will ſoop dec, © 
Then with redoubled Speed redeem your Stay. | 
Till then theſe Sheets ſome Pleaſure may impart; . AO 


They bring what moſt you prize, your Here's Hes 
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By THO. FL ATMAN, EG 


The ARGUMENT. 


1 rotefilaus, lying Wind-bound At Aulis, in the Gre- 
cian Fleet, deſign'd for the Trojan War, his 
Mie Laodamia fends this following Epiſtle to 
Him. 


Ealth to the gentle Man of War, and may "A 
What Laodamia ſends, the Gods convey. "i 
he Wind that ſtill in Aulis holds my Dear, 1 
Why was it not ſo crofs to keep him here? i%a 
Let the Wind raiſe an Hurricane at Sea, 1 
Were he but ſafe and warm aſhore with me. + a 
Ten thouſand Kiſſes 1 had more to give him, 1 
Ten thouſand Cautions, and ſoft Words to lean e him: 4 
In Haſte he left me, ſummon'd by the Wind, 4 
Irhe Wind to batbarous Mariners only kind.) P} 
The Seaman's Pleaſure is the Lover's Pain, Y 
I Proteſilaus is from my Boſom ta'en !) 5 
As from my faultring Tongue half Speeches fell, 1Þ 
Iscarce could 1 ſpeak that wounding Word, Farewet,) 1 i 
merry Gale (at Sea they call it ſo) 4 


Fill'd cv'sy Sail with Joy, my Breaſt with Wo; 
a0da | [ ; There 
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There went my dear Proteſilaus- 
While 1 could ſee thee, full of eager Pain, | 
My greedy Eyes epicuriz'd on thine. 
When thee no more, but thy ſpread Sails I view, 
I look'd, and look d, till 1 had loft them too; 
But when nor thee, nor them 1 could deſcry, 
And all was Sea that came within my Eye, 
They ſay, (for I have quite forgot ) they ſay 

I ſtrait grew pale, and fainted quite away; 
Compaſſionate Iphiclus, and the good old Man, 
My Mother too, to my Aſſiſtance ran; 

In haſte, cold Water on my Face they threw, 
And brought me to my ſelf with much ado; 
They meant it well, to me it ſeem'd not ſo, 
Much kinder had they been to let me go; 

My Anguiſh with my Soul together came, 

And in my Heart burft out the former Flame: 
Since which, my uncomb'd Locks unheeded flow, 
Undreſt, forelorn, I care net how 1 go; 

Inſpir'd with Wine, thus Bacchus frolick' Rout 
Stagger'd of old, and ſtraggled all about. 

Put on, Put on, the happy Ladies ſay, - 

Thy Royal Robes, fair Laodamia. 

Alas! before Troys Walls my Dear does lye, 
What Pleaſure can I take in Tyrian Dye? 

Shall Curls adorn my Head, an Helmet thine ? - 

I in bright Tiſſues, thou in Armour ſhine ? 
Rather with ſtudied Negligence V1I be 

As ill, if not diſguiſed worſe than thee, 
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O Pari:! rais'd by Ruins! may'ſt thou prove 
Js fatal in thy War, as in thy Love! 
chat the Grecian Dame had been leſs fair, 

D: thou leſs lovely hadſt appear'd to her! 
Menclaus ! timely ceaſe to ftrive ; 
Ys With how much Blood wilt thou thy Loſs retrieve? 
Jom me, ye Gods, avert your heavy Doom, 

Ind bring my Dear, laden with Laurels home. 

. t my Heart fails me, when I think of War; 


Man, ze ſad Reflections coſt me many a Tear: 
tremble when I hear the very Name 
a Df ev'ry Place where thou ſhalt fight for Fame, 
0; eſides th' adventurous Raviſber well knew 
"wy The ſafeſt Arts his Villany to purſue ; 
noble Dreſs he did her Heart ſurprize, 
W ith Gold he dazzled her unguarded Eyes, 
e back'd his Rape with Ships and armed Men, 
flow, Thus ſtorm'd, thus took the beauteous Fortreſs in. 
Igainſt the Power of Love, and Force of Arms, | 
mw Here's no Security in the brighteſt Charms, 
1 Hector 1 fear, much do 1 Hector fear, x 
Man (they ſay) experienc'd in War. ( 
"Wy Dear, if thou haſt any Love for me, | 
JE; Df chat ſame Hector prythee mindful be, 4.0 
APY Ny him be ſure, and ev'ry other Foe, 4 


eaſt each of them ſhould prove an Hector too. 

Remember, when for Fight thou ſhalt prepare, 
Thy Laodamia charg'd thee, have a care, 
For what Wounds thou receiv'ſt, are given to her. 
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1 
Lao 
If by thy Valout Troy muſt ruin'd be, 1 


all the 
May not the Ruin leave one Scar on thee; ouche 
Sharer in th* Honour, from the Danger fiee! meet 5 
Let Menelaus fight, and force his Way 7 ou'lt 1: 
Through the falſe Ræviſber s Troops to his Helm thy Re 
Great by his Vict' iy, as his Cauſe is good, ad nim 


May he ſwim to her in his Enemies Blood. 3 All the 
Thy Caſe is diffezcnt----May'ft thou live to ſee Hack The 
(Deareſt) no other Combatant but me ! 


© tkneſs, 


Ye gen'rous Trojazs, turn your Swords away a gments 
From his dear Breaſt, find out a nobler Prey, ourt e 
Why thould you harmleſs Laodamia flay ? iſe Joy 

My poor good-natur'd Man did never know What's ti 


What *tis to fight; or how to face a Foe; k , hat Wa 
Yet ia Love's Field what Wonders can he do ; wake, 
Great is his Proweſs, and his Fortune too; Mie Grec 


Let them go fight, who know not how to woe, 1 he wan 
. Now 1 muſt owa, I fear to let thee go; hich m 
My tzembling Lips had almoſt told thee ſo. hen ſu 


When from thy Fathers Houſe thou didſt withdiu heſe 1c 
Thy fatal StumWHe at the Door 1 ſaw, Whea 
I ſaw it, ſigh'd, and pray'd the Sign might be Fo lea 
Of thy Return a happy Prophecy! "Which y 
I cannot but acquaint thee with my Fear, ' With m: 
Be not too brave,----Remember, Have a cate | Ich Int 
And all my Dreads will yanifh into Air. Kiss! 

Among the Grecigns ſome one muſt be found But w 
That firſt mall ſet his Foot on Trajan Ground; fear t! 
Unhappy ihe that hall his Loſs bewail, Tontrat 
Grant, O ye Gods, thy Courage then may fail. In ſpire 


1 
7 LaoDAMIAte PROTESILAUS. G6) 
all che ships, be thine the very laſt, 


8. 


2 


hs ouche laſt Man that lands; there needs no haſte 
ee? meet a potent and @treach'zous Hoe; N 
ou'lt land, 1 fear, too ſoon, tho? ne et fo ſlow. 
is A thy Return ply ev'ry Sail and Oar, | 

„ ad nimbly leap on thy deſerted Shoar. 

d. All the Day long, and all the lonely Night, 


to ſee Hack Thoughts of thee my anxious Soul affright: 
irkneſs, to other Womens Pleaſures kind, 
gments, like Hell, the Torments of my Mind. 
ourt e'en Dreams, on my forſaken Bed, 

iſe Joys muſt ſerve, ſince all my true are fled 


ow Maat's that ſame airy Phantom ſo like.thee? 

) nat Wailings do I hear, what Paleneſs ſee? 
do ; 1 wake, and hug my ſelf, tis but 8 Dream 

3 ie Grecian Altars know I feed their Flame. 

o woe, he want of hallow's Wine my Tears ſupply, 
"MW hich make the Cacacd Fire burn bright and high. 
0. "When Hall I claſp thee in theſe Ams of mine, 


x ithdiu heſe longing Arms, and lye difſaly'd in thing ? 
t be "Jo learn the wond'rous Actions thou haſt done? 

WF hich when in capt'zous Words thou haſt begun, 
| With many and many a Kiſs, prythee tall on; 
are | ch Interruptioas graceful Pauſes ate, 

. Þ Kiſs in Story's but an Halt in Wat. 
ound But when I think of Tray, of Winds, and Waves, 
ind; fear the pleaſant Dream my Hope deceives : 
Fontrary Winds in Pert detain thee too, 
fail. In ſpice of Wind and Tide why vouldſt thou go? 
| Thus 
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Thus to thy Country thou wouldſt hardly come, 
In ſpite of Wind and Tide thou went*ſ from heme, 
To his own City Neptwne ftops the Way, 
Revere the Omen, and the Gods obey. 
Return, ye furious Grecians, homeward fly; 
Your Stay is not of Chance, but Deſtiny: 
How can your Arms expect deſir'd Succeſs, 
That thus contend for an Adultereſs ? 
But, let not me foreſpeak you, no,-«--ſet Sail, ch Lame 
And Heav'n befriend you with a proſp'rous Gale! Pe, " 
Ye Trojans! with Regret methinks I ſee | gal Fu 
Your firſt Encounter with your Enemy ;. hou bu 
I ſee fair Helen put on all her Charms, 
To buckle on her-luſty Bridegroom's Arms; 
She gives him Arms, and Kiſles the receives, 
(1 hate the Tranſports each to other gives) 
She leads him forth, and ſhe commands him con 
Safely victorious, and triumphant home; q 
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And he (no doubt) will make no nice Delay, 

But diligently do whate'er ſhe ſay. 4 
Now he returns !----{ee with what am'rous Speed 
She takes the pond'rous Helmet from his Head, 
And courts the weary Champion to her Bed, 

We Women, too too credulons, alas! 

Think what we fear will ſurely come te paſs, 
Yet, while before the Leaguer thou doſt lye, 
Thy Picture is ſome Pleaſure to my Eye; 
That I careſs in Words moſt kind and free, 
And. lodge it on my Breaſt, as 1 would thee 3 


E 
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Ther 
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e muſt be ſomething in it more than Art, 
ere very thee, could it thy Mind impart; | i 
ſs the pretty Idol, and complain, 8 
if (like thee) twould anſwer me again. | 
I y thy Return, by thy dear Self, 1 lwear, 
out Leves Vows, which moſt Religious are, 
Why belo-ed Head, and thoſe gray Hairs 
ch time may on it ſnow, in future Years, 
me, here - e ex thy Fate ſhall bid thee go, 
nal Partner of thy Weal and Woe, 
hou but live, tho? all the Gods ſay No, 
arewel,----but pr ythee very careful be 
thy beloved Self (1 mean) of me. 
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OENONE ro P x x1 
By Mr. I © HN OOO PH RA. 
e Hecuba, being with Child of Paris, dream ' 
N was delroer'd of a Fivebrand: Priam, confil 
Wl RN. the Prophets; War unſwer u, the Child pon & 
Cauſe of the Deſtruction of Troy; when 
Priam commanded it ſhould be delivered to 
Beaſts as ſoon as born, but Hecuba convey 
ſecretly to Mount Ida, there to be foſter'd by 
Shepherds, where he falls in Love with the Ny 
OEnone, but at length being known and on 


he ſails into Greece, and carries Helen to II 
which OEnone hearing, writes him this Epi 
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Ead this, (if your new Bride will ſuffer) real 

And no Upbraidings from Afyceng dread, 
Only OEnone here does of her Swain 
(if he will let her call him hers) complain. 
What God has robb'd me of your Love and 50 
Or from what Crime of mine proceeds my Wot! 
Misfortunes, when deſerv'd, we may endure, 
But when unjuſtly born, can find no Cure, 
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o' now a Prince, not yer ſo great you was, 
Wn a fam'd Nymph, I ſtoop'd to your Imbrace: 
- you was, (forgive what I have ſaid) 
as you was, I took you to my Bed. 

) n, amidſt your Flocks, beneath ſome Shade, 
eaves and Flow'rs we am'rouſly were laid. 
ft, upon the straw our Joys we prov'd 

dme low Shed from” Winter Storms temov'd. 

n you roſe up to hunt, I ſhew'd you Game, 

Wris'd the Infant Savage and his Dam: 

panion of your Sports, the Toils did place, 

Wh chcar'd the ſwift-pac'd Hounds upon the Chace 

Wn the Trees your Sickle cary'd my Name, 

evi Berth is conſetous of your Flame. 

li {member that tall Foplar Tree, | 
Trunk is filPd, and with Records of me) 

Wick, may it live! on the Brook's Margin ba 

Pon its knotty Bark theſe Verſes writ z - 

n Paris lives not to OEnone trat, 

8 Stream ſhall te, r Fountains flow. 
a! turn ye Streams! 4 | 
fairhtefs Payis Hay forget his Vow: 
alm was our Love, bleſt with delightful Eaſe, 
ll a black Storm o'ercaſt my former Peace, 
en the tree Heavnily Beauties bleſt thine Eyes, 
ſign'd thee Uttipire to beftow tke Prize. 
from your Mouth the fatal Story came, | 
ſwift cold Trembliug ſhot thro' all my Frame. 
d anclent Sages my juſt Doubts I bear, 
ad all conclude ſome dreadful” Miſchict near, 
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Now the tall Pines into ſtrong Barks you ſhy 
Which ſweep the Surface of the yielding Deep. 
From your ſwoln Eyes the Tears at Parting ctey 
Deny it not, nor be aſham'd you wept : 

(Your Love was then no Injury to your Fame, 
You daily burn in a more ſhameful Flame.) 
You wept, and on my Eyes you gazing ſtood, 
Whoſe falling Tears increas'd the briny Flood. | 
About my Neck your wreathing Arms you flung, 
Cloſer than Vines to their lov'd Elms you clung: 
When for your Stay you did the Tempeſts blame 
How oft they laugh'd who knew the Ocean calr 
*Midfi thouſand Kiſſes, when you bid Farewel, 
Scarce could your Tongue the fatal Meſlage tell 
You are embargqu'd: Againſt your Gally's Side 
The plying Oars beat up the foaming Tide: 
*Till hurry'd from my Sight, your Ships I view, 
Then my ſalt Tears the parched Sands bedew. 
Soon, ye Sea Gods, again ſoon may he come, 
(1 fondly pray'd) but to my Ruin ſoon. 
The Gods my Wiſhes de ſucceſsful make, 
But all, alas! for that curft Strumpet's ſake, 


My Pray'rs into. another's Arms have brought you 
pack. eee, 
A vaſt high Rock there is, whoſe craggy Sides 


x 


Suſtain the Fury of incroaching Tides ; | 14 


Your Sails hence ſpy'd, I hardly could delay, 
Plung'd in the Deep to meet you by the way; 
When one 1 ſaw, while a oft Pauſe I made, 
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Far me, ye Gods! 
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OENONE fe PARIS. 
Foce! How I ſhook! Fear did my Soul poſſeſs 


ich Horror, to behold th' unuſual Dreſs, 

Js neacer to the Shoar your Veſlel came, 

ſpy'd, O blaſting Sight! the charming Dame; 
Yay more, her want on Head (into the Sea 

1 hy leapt I not?) upon your Boſom lay. 
eas then 1 beat my Breaſt, and tore my Hair, 


ith all the Symptoms of a deep Deſpair, 


Wjill'd the Air with my diſtracted Cries, 
Ind 1da's Mount reſounded with the Noiſe. 


ence with dire Imprecations I remoy*'d 
to thoſe conſcious Caves, where once we lov'd. 
May the curft Helen be 
| wretched full as ſhe has render'd me; 


ay ſhe complain of falſe and broken Vows, 


d pine, like me, for a regardleſs Spouſe. 


Www they do Charm, who from their Husbands fly, 


id the wide Ocean plow, to follow thee; 

en 4 poor Shepherd, a tmall Flock you fed, 
en I, and only I, vouchſat'd my Bed. 

dr think 1 ſue to be in Courts ador'd, 

id own'd the Daughter of all Aſia's Lord; 

a0“ your great Parents need not be amnam'd 
hen mongſt their many Children J am naned, 
Scepter would not ill become this Hand, 

much 1 wiſh and merit to command, 


pile me not, becauſe with you L lay, 


d paſs d, on new-fali'n Leaves, the well-ipent Day; 

r thy OEnone's worthy of a Bed 

t with green Leaves but gaudy Fuple ſpread, 
L. Safe 
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Safe you may Sleep and harmleſs in my Arms, 
Your Joys uninterrupted with Alarms : 

But with my Rival thus you muſt not live, 

For Greece in Arms demands the Fugitive ; 

Ruin is all the Dow'ry ſhe can give. 

Ask your grave Friends, with piercing Wiſdom fraught, 
Whom many Years have much Experience taught, 
Ask Sage Asxtenor, and your aged Sire, 

If ſhe's to be reſtor'd whom they require. 

Baſe Man! your Country for her ſake deſtroy'd, 
Shame's on your part, and Juſtice on their ſide, 
Or can you think that ſhe will conſtant prove, 
Who was ſo caſily entic'd to love? | 
When once debauch'd, our Sex for ever burn 
In lawleſs Fire; Virtue knows no Return; 
Diſhonour never gives a ſecond Blow; 
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And once a Whore ſhe will be ever ſo. | 3 
But her firm Love that Scruple has remov'd; With: 
Vain Man! ey'n thus Atrides once ſhe lov'd. Put he 
Alone he lyes, poor cred*lous Cuckold, now! = 

5 Ah vi 
And does deplore what you e'er while muſt do. His v 
Fool that he was to think ſhe could be true! 1 
Happy Andromache! who juſtly art g And 
Pofleſſed of a firm and loyal Heart! Iliſca 
A Faith like hers thou haſt beheld in me, Inner v 
And Hecter's Virtue ſhould have ſhin'd in theez | But 1. 
zur thou art lighter than the ſapleſs Leaf, I rno' 
Of which the Autumn Blaſts the Trees bereave; 115 
Or than the Stalks of the well ripen'd Wheat, LY The 
Made the Winds ſport by the Sun's parching Heat. 
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| eu 1 rememher what your Siſter ſaid, 

AVhen the ſtrange God poſſeſs'd the furious Maid; 
OEnone, ceaſe to plow up fruitleſs Lands, 

nd ſow the Seed upon the barren Sands, 

The Grecian Heifer comes, who reaps thy Foys, 

1 he Bane of Troy, end Priam's ancient Houſe, 

dhe comes! forbid it Heav'n: And in the Deep, 
| ow, now ye Gods, ſink down the guilty Ship; 
Now is the time to plunge it in the Flood, 

3 brings Deſtruction, and is fraught with Blood. 


She ſaid: Her People ſnatch'd her from my View, 


As thro' the Woods full of the God the flew, 

Too true the ſpoke! my Joys that Heifer prove, 
Does in my Groves and Flowry Meadows move, 
And all the pleaſant Paſtures of my Love. 

Fair tho? ſhe be, your Helen is a Whore, 

* hom each new Face draws from her Native ſhore. 
With Theſeus thus the falſe Inconſtant fled; 


| 
; 


E 


Eur he untouch'd reſtor'd the ſpotleſs Maid. 
Ah who can Faith to the forg'd Story yield? 
His Veins with youthful Blood and Vigour fill'd, 
A Lover too! could he his Joys forbear?2 
And in Poſleflion of his Heaven deſpair? 
#:1iſcal not thus her ready Flight a Rape, 

Her wicked ſelf contriy'd the wiſh'd Eſcape. 
But 1, falſe as you are, have kept my Vows, 
Tho' your Example would my Crimes excuſe, 
Long time I liy'd a Tenant of the Groves, 
The common Object of the Satyr's Loves, 
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Me, Faunus too, who o'er the Mountains fed, 
Purſu'd, with Leafy Chaplets on his Head; 

And Phebus, who, but with much Force, obtain'd 
That Bliſs for which the reſt in vain complain'd. 
I toxe my Hair, while my ſoft Limbs he preſt, 
And that curſt Face for which 1 was diſgrac'd. 
No ſordid Recompence of Wealth J ſought, 
That Creature's mean whoſe Love is to be bought; 
But me the grateful God with Knowledge ſtor'd, 
And the ſame Gifts for which himſelf's ador'd. 
For no one Plant the fertile Earth does yield, 
But in its Virtues Iam amply skili'd. 

Wreich ! of what aſe does thy vain Knowledge prove! 
No Drug, alas! can cure the Wounds of Love. 
Not Phet, felt, the Author of our Art, 

Could in this Caſe guard his Immortal Heart: 
Nought or irom Earth, or Heav'n can cure my Wound, 
in thee alone muſt my Relief be found: 

My Paris can, and he mult Pity ſhow, 

To her who merits all he can beſtow : 

For Lam yours, with you of old did paſs, 

In childiſh Innocence, my Infant Davs; 

And 1 beſeech you, Gods, to fix my Doom, 
And give that kleſſing to the time to come. 

to in his Arms, to whom my Youth 1 lent, 
Shall the Remains of my bleſt Life be ſpent. 
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OEN ONE To PARIS. 


| | 
| By Mrs. A. BE HN. 


O thee, dear Paris, Lord of my Deſires, 


f Once tender Partner of my ſofteſt Fires; 

To thee I write, mine, whilſt a Shepherd's Swain, F 
But now a Prince, that Title you diſdain, 1 
Oh fatal Pomp, that cou'd ſo ſoon divide 7 


What Love, and all our Vows ſo firmly ty'd! 
What God, our Loves induſtrious to prevent, 
Curſt thee with Pow'r, and ruin'd my Content ? 4 
Greatneſs, which does at beſt but ill agree =O 
*Wuh Love, ſuch diftange ſets *rwixt thee and A 
ü E 3 


me. 
Whilſt 


758 Ovid" EeisTLES. 


Whilſt thou a Prince, and J a Shepherdeſs, 
My raging Paſlion can have no Redreſs. 


Wou' d Heav'n, when firſt I ſaw thee, thou hadſt be 


This Great, this Cruel Celebrated Thing, 
That without Hope I might have gaz'd and boy', 
And mix'd my Adoration with the Crowd 
Unwounded then I had eſcap'd thoſe Eyes, 
Thoſe lovely Authors of my Miſeties. 

Not that leſs Charms their fatal Pow'r had dreſt, 
But Fear and Awe my Love had then ſuppreſt: 
My unambitions Heart no Flame had known, 
But what Devotion pays to Gods alone. 

| might have wonder'd, and have wiſht that he, 


Whom Heav'n ſhould make me love, might loo 


like thee, | 
More in a filly Nymph had been a Sin, 
This had the height of my Prefumption been. 
But thou a Flock didſt feed on Ida's Plain, 
And hadft no Title, but The Lovely Swain, 
A Title! which more Virgin Hearts has won, 
Than that of being own'd King Priam's Son, 


Whilſt me a harmleſs Neighb'ring Cottager | 


| 


: 
1 


You ſaw, and did above the reſt prefer. 

You ſaw! and at firſt fight you loy'd me too, 
Nor cou'd 1 hide the Wounds receiv'd from you, 
Me all the Village Herdſmen ſtrove to gain, 

For me the Shepherds figh'd and fu'd in vain, 
Thou hadſi my Heart, aud they my cold Diſdain, 
Not all their Offerings, Garlands, and Firſt-born 
Of their lov'd Ewes, cou'd bribe my native Scorn. 
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'K My Love, like hidden Treaſure long coneeab'd, 
| Cou'd only, where 'twas deſtin'd, be reveal'd. 
hadſt beet And yet how long my Maiden Bluſhes ſtrove 
A ; 2 to betray the eaſie new- born Love. 
and bow YBut at £2 ſight the kindling Fire wou'd rife, 
|; And U vuskill'd, declare it at my Eyes. 
8, But ch the Joy! che mighty Eeſtaſie 
rolleſt thy Soul at this Diſcovery? 
d dreſt, Speechleſs, and pantwg at my Feet you lay, 
preſt: And ſuort-breath'd Sighs told what you could not (ay, 
own, JA thouſand times my Hand with K'fies pref, 4 
And look'd ſich Darts, as none cou'd e er teſiſt. * 
lat he,, silent we gaz'd, and as my Eyes met thine, ; 1 
light loalf | New Joy fill'd theirs, new Love and Shame fill'd mine P [ 
You ſaw the Fears my kind Diſorder ſhows, 178 
And broke your Silence with a thouſand Vows 1 
een. LS Pcav'n's, how you ſwore ! by ev'ry Pow't Divine 4 | 
5 + You wou'd be ever tiue! be ever mine! 1 
bach God, a ſacred Witneſs you invoke, wo , 
on, Aud wiſh'd their Curſe, xhen e ex tlioſe Vous you bioke. mW. 
In, Quick to my Het the perjur'd Accents ran, * | 
_ Which I took in, bellev'd, and was undone, 1 
3 Vows are Love's poiſuu'd Arrows, and the Hear: 4; 
ma. 4 ; So wounded, rarely ünds a Cure in Art. 4 
n vou. At leaſt this Heart which Fate has deſtin'd yours,) 1 
n, 1 This Heart unpractis'd in Love's myſtick Pow'rs; | 4 
Pom For J am ſoft, and young as April Flow'rs. #4 
dan. 3 Now uncontrol'd we meet, uncheck'd improve | 
TIE: Each happier Minute in new Joys of Love: 
Scorn. 
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Soft were our Hours! and laviſhly the Day 
We gave intirely up to Love and Play. 
Oft to the cooling Groves our Flocks we led, 
And, ſeated on ſome ſhady flowty Bed, 
Watch'd the united Wantons as they fed. 
And all the Day my liſt ning Soul 1 hung 
Upon tae ehatming Mulick of thy Tongue. 
And never thought the bleſſed Hours too long. 
No Swain, no God like thee cou'd eyer move, 
Or had fo ſoſt an Att in whiſpering Love. 
No wonder that thou att ally'd to Fove, 
And when you pip'd, or ſung, or danc'd, or ſpoke, þ 
The God appear'd in ev'ry Grace, and Look. 
Pride of the Swains, and Glory of the Shades, 
The Grief, and Joy of all the Love-fick Maids. 
Thus whilſt all Hearts you rul'd without Controul, | 
I rejign'd the abs'lute Monarch of your Soul. 
Each Beach my Name yet beats, carv'd out by thee, 
Paris and his OEnone fill each Tree; 
And as they grow, the Letters larger ſpread, 
Grow {till a Witneſs of my Wiongs when dead! 
Ciole by a lilent Silver Brook there grows 
A Poplzr, under whoſe dear gloomy Boughs | 
A thouſand times we have exchang'd our Vows! 
Oh may'{t thou grow! to an endleſs Date of Years! | 
Who on thy Bark this fatal Record bears; | 
pen Parts to OEnone proves untrue, | 
Back Xanthus' Streams ſhall to their Fountain flow, 
Turn! turn your Tide! back to your Fountains run! 
The perjur'd Swain from all his Faith is gone! 
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$::4 be that Day, may Fate point out the Hour, 
6 Ominous in his black Kalender; 


When Venus, Pallas, and the Wife of For? 


ſcended to thee in the Myrtle Grove, 
ſhining Chariots drawn by winged Clouds ; 


led they came, no Veil their Beauty ſhrouds 3 
Wt <v'ry Charm, and Grace expos'd to view, 


ft Heav'n to be ſurvey'd and judg'd by you. 


Þ bribe thy Voice, une wou'd Crowns beſtow ; 
las more gratefully wou'd dreſs thy Brow 


ith Wzeaths of Wit; Venus propos d the Choice 
all the faireſt Greeks 3 and had thy Voice, 
& owns, and more glorious Wreaths thou didſt deſpiſe, 
d promis'd Beauty more than Empire prize! 
is when you told, Gods! what a killing Fear 
Id over all my ſhivering Limbs appear? 
nd I preſag'd ſome ominous Change was near! 


he Bluſhes left my Cheeks, from ev'ry Part 


he Blood ran ſwift to guard my fainting Heart. 


pu in my Eyes the glimmering Light perceiv'd 
Vt parting Life, and on my pale Lips breath'd 
ch Vows, as all my Terrors undeceiy'd. 
hr (o0n the envying Gods diſturb our Joys, 
ſeclare thee great! and all my Bliis deſtroys ! 
And now the Fleet is anchor'd in the Bay 
That muſt to Troy the glorious Youth convey, 
Bcivns! how youlook'd ! and what a Godlike Grace 
t their firſt Homage beautify d your Face! 
Let this no Wonder or Amazemear brought, 
Tou ſtill a Monarch were in Soul and Thought ! 
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Nor cou'd I tell which moſt the Sight augments, 
Your Joys of Pow'r, or parting Diſcontents. 
Lou kiſt the Tears which down my Checks did glide, 
And mingled yours with the ſoft falling Tide, 
And *twixt your Sighs a thouſand times you ſaid, 
Ceaſe, my OEnone! teaſe, my charming Maid ! 
if Paris lives his Native Troy te ſee, 
4 lovely Nymph, thou ſhalt a Princeſs be ! 
But my prophetick Fear no Faith allows, 
My breaking Heart refiſted all thy Vows, 
Al muſt we part! I cry'd; Theſe killing Words 
No further Language to my Grief affords. 
Trembling, I fell upon thy panting Breaft, 
Which was with equal Love, and Grief oppreft, | 
Whilſt Sighs and Looks, all dying, ſpoke the reſt, 
About thy Neck my feeble Arms I caſt, 
Not Vines, not Tvy circle Elms ſo faſt. 
To ftay, what dear Excuſes didſt thou frame, 
And fancied Terapeſts when the Seas were calm! 
How oft the Winds contrary feign'd to be, 
When they, alas, were only fo to me! 
How oft new Yows of laſting Faith you ſwore, 
And *twixt your Kiſſes all the old run ofer. 

But now the wiſely Grave, who Love deſpiſe, 
{ ſhemſelves paſt Hope) do bulily adviſe, 
Whiſper Renown, and Glory in thy Ear, 


Language which Lovers fright, and Swains ne'er heat. 


For Troy, they cry, theſe Shepherds Weeds lay down! 
Change Crooks for Scepters! Garlands for a Crown! 
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t Be ſure that Crown does far leſs eaſie it 


Than Wreaths of Flow'rs, leſs innocent and ſweet. 


Nor can thy Beds of State fo grateful be, 
As thoſe of Moſs, and new falPa Leaves with me! 


Now tow'rds the Beach we go, and all the Way 


the Groves, the Fern, dark Woods, and Springs ſuryey ; 
FF hat were ſo often conſcious to the Rites 
Pf ſacred Love, in our dear ſtol'n Delights, 


With Eyes all languiſhing, each Place you view, 
And fighing, cry'd, Adieu, dear Shades Adieu! 


"Then 'twas thy Soul e'en doubted which to do, 


Refuſe a Crown, or thoſe dear Shades forgo ! 
Glory and Love! the great Diſpute purſu'd, 


$:: the falſe Idol ſoon the God ſubdu d. 


Ad now on Board you go, and all the Sails 


Are looſen d, to receive the fying Gales. 


Whilſt I half dead on the foiſaken Strand, 
$clicid thee ſigking on the Deck to and, 


Pafting a thouſand Kiſſes from thy Rand, 
And whilſt I cou'd the leſſening Veſſel ſee, 


I gaz'd, and tent a thouſand Sighs to thee; 
And all the Sea-born Nereids implore 
Quick to return thee to our Ruſtick Shore. 
Now like a Ghoſt I glide thro' ev'ty Grove, 
Flent, and ſad as Death, about I rove, 

nc viſit all our Treaturies of Love! 
3 Shade th' account of thoutand Joys does hide, 
As many more this murm' ting River's ſide, 
Where the dear Gtaſs, as ſacred, does retain 

be Print, where thee and J ſo oft have lain, 
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Upon this Oak thy Pipe and Gatland's plac'd, With o 

T hat Sycamore is with thy Sheep-hook grac'd. rhe Ro 

Here feed thy Flocks, once loy'd, tho* now thy ſconf 9 rend 

Like me forſaken, and like me forlorn '! I hoſe 
A Rock there is, from whence 1 cou'd ſurvey Nad as 

From far the blueiſh Shore, and diſtant Sea, Or Wu 

Whoſe hanging Top with Toil I climb each Day, | aging 

With greedy View 1 run the Proſpect o'er, And P. 

To ſee what wiſn'd- for Ships approach our Shoar, But wh 

One Day all hopeleſs on its Point 1 ſtood, 

And ſaw a Veflel bounding o' et the Flood, 

And as it nearer drew, I could diſcern 

Rich Purple Sails, Silk Cords, and Golden Stern, 

Upon the Deck a Canopy was ſpread 

Of Antick Work in Gold and Silyer made, 

Which, mix'd with Sun-beams, dazling Light 

diſplay'd. 

But oh! beneath this glorious Scene of State 

(Curſt be the Sight) a fatal Beauty fate, 

And fondly you were on het Boſom lay'd, 

W hilſt with your perjur'd Lips her Fingers play'd: 


Wantonly curl'd and dally'd with that Hair | 

Of which, as ſacred Charms, I Bracelets wear. 
Oh! hadſt thou ſeen me then in that mad State, Safe 
So ruin'd, ſo deſign'd for Death aud Fate, Wa 
Fix'd on a Rock, whoſe horrid Precipice Beca 
In hollow Murmurs Wars with angry Seas, ; Are( 
Whilſt the bleak Winds aloft my Garments bear, | And 
Ruffling my careleſs and diſhevel'd Hair, | The 
I look'd like the ſad Statue of Deſpair, Exe. 

Wuh! 
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N Wich out- ſtretch'd Voice I cry'd, and all around 


She Rocks and Hills my dire Complaints reſound. 
h rend my Garments, tear my flatt'ring Face, 
— falſe deluding Charms my Ruin was. 
Flad as the seas in Storms, I breathe Deſpair, 
Winds let looſe in unxeſiſting Air, 

aging and frantick through the Woods I fly, 
land Paris! lovely, faithleſs Paris ! cry. 


Fut when the Echo's ſound thy Name again, 


change to new Variety of Pain. 

For that dear Name ſuch Tenderneſs inſpires, 

As turns all Paſſion to Love's ſofter Fires, 

W²ith Tears L fall to kind Complaints again; 

Fo Tempeſts are allay'd by Show'rs of Rain, 

Say, lovely Youth, why wouldft thou thus betray 
iy eaſie Faith, and lead my Heart aſtray ? 

might ſome humble Shepherd's Choice have been, 
Had I that Tongue ne' er heard, thoſe Eyesne'er ſeen, 


| And in ſome homely Cott, in low Repoſe, 


Liv'd undiſturb'd with broken Vows and Oaths: 
All Day by ſhaded Springs my Flocks have kept, 
And in ſome honeſt Arms at Night have ſlept. 
Then unupbraided with ray Wrongs thou'dſt been 
Safe in the Joys of the fair Grecian Queen: 

What Stars do rule the Great? No ſooner you 


Became a Prince, but you were perjur'd too. 


Ate Crowns and Falſhoods then conſiſtent Things > 


And muſt they all be tMthleſs who are Kings? 
The Gods be prais'd that I was humbly born, 


Even tho' it xenders me my Pari Scorn. 
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And 1 had rather this way wretched prove, 
Than be a Queen, and faithleſs in my Love. 
Not my fair Rival wou'd I with to be, 

To come prophan'd by others Joy to thee. 

A ſpotleſs Maid into thy Arms I brought, 
Untouch'd in Fame, ev'n Innocent in Thought, 
Whilſt the with Love has treated many a Gueſt, 
And brings thee but the Leavings of a Feaſt : 
With Theſeus from her Country made Eſcape, 
Whilſt ſhe miſcall'd the willing Flight, a Rape: 
So now from Atress' Son, with thee is fled, 
And {till the Rape hides the Adult'rous Deed, 
And is it thus great Ladies keep intire 

That Virtue they ſo boaſt, and you admire? 
Is this a Trick of Couits? can Raviſhment 
Serve for a poot Evalion of Conſent ? 

Bard ſhift to ſave that Honour priz'd fo high, 
Whilſt the mean Fraud's the greater Infamy. 
How much more happy are we rural Maids, 
Who know no other Palaces than Shades? 
Who want no Titles to inſlave the Crowd, 
Left they ſhou'd babble all our Crimes aloud: 
No Arts our Good to ſhow, our IIIls to hide, 
Nor know to cover Faults of Love with Pride, 
1 lov'd, and all Love's Difates did purſue, 
And never thought it cou'd be Sin with you. 
To Gods, and Men, I did my Love proclaim; 


For one {oft Hour with thee, my charming Swain, 


Wou'd Recompence an Age to come of Shame, 
Cou'd it as well but ſatisfie my Fame, 
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it oh thoſe tender Hours are fled and loft, 
And 1 no more of Fame, or thee can boaſt! 
was thou wert Honour, Glory, all to me: ' 
Will Swains had learn'd the Vice of Perjury, 
o yielding Maids were charg'd with Infamy, 
is falſe and broken Vows make Love a Sin, 
"926% thou been true, we innocent had been, 
gut thou leſs Faith than Autumn Leaves doſt ſhow, 
| Which ev'ry Blaſt bears from their native Bough. 
Leſs Weight, leſs Conſtancy, in thee is born 
Than in the ſlender mildew'd Ears of Corn, 
| Oft when you Garlands wove to deck my Hair, 
Where myftick Pinks and Dazies mingled were, 
Jou (wore *twas fitter Diadems to bcar ; 


| And when with eager Kiſſes preſt my Hand, 


Have ſaid, How well 4 Scepter *twou'd Command : 
And if 1 danc'd upon the flow'ry Green, | 
With charming, wiſhing Eyes ſurvey my Mien, 
And cry, The Gods delign'd thee for a Queen! 
Why then for Helen doſt thou me forſake? 

Can a poor empty Name ſuch Diff'rence make? 
Beſides, if Love ean be a Sin, thine's one, 

Since Helen does to Menelaus belong. 

pe Juſt, reſtore her back, ſhe's none of thine, 
And, charming Paris, thou art only mine. 


 PTis no ambitious Flame that makes me ſue 


To be again belov'd, and bleſt with you; 
No vain Deſire of being ally d t' a King; 
Love is the only Dowry I can bring, 
And tender Love is all I ask again. 
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Whilſt on her dang'rous Smiles fierce War muſt wat 
With Fire and Vengeance at your Palace Gate, 
Rouze your ſoft Slumbers with their rough Alarm 
And rudely ſnatch you from her faithleſs Arms: 
Turn then, fair Fugitive, cer *tis too late, 
E'er thy miſtaken Love procures thy Fate; 

E'er a wrong'd Husband does thy Death deſign, 
And pierce that dear, that faithleſs Heart of thing, 
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ARIS To HELENA. 


By Mr. RICHARD DUE E. 


The ARGUMENT. 


= iris, having ſaild to Sparta for the obtaining of 
Helen, whom Venus hai promiſed him as the "+> 
— Reward of his adjudging the Prize of 2 to 1 
her, was nobly there entertain d % Menelaus, WP! 
Helen's Husband; but he being calld away to FA 
Crete, to take Poſſeſſion of what was leſt him by 1 
his Grandfather Atreus, commends his Gueſt to 7 
the Care of his Wife. In his Abſence Paris Courts 
her, and writes to her the following Epiſtle. 


2 Health, fair Nymph, thy Paris ſends to thee, 
Tho? You, and only You, can give it me. 
Shall I then ſpeak? or is it needleſs grown 

To tell a Paſſion that it ſelf has ſhown? 

Do's not my Love it ſelf too open lay, 

And all I think in all I do betray? | 208 
If not, oh! may it ſtill in ſecret lie, * 
Till Time with our kind Wiſhes mall compiy, is | 
Till all our Joys may to us come ſincere, 318 
Nor loſe their Price by the allay of Fear. ©3410 
In vain I ſtrive; who can that Fire conceal, 9 
Which do's it ſelf by its own Light reveal? 
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But if you needs would hear my trembling Tongy 
Speak what my Actions have declar'd ſo long, 

I Love; you've there the Word that do's impart 
The trueſt Meiiage from my bleeding Heart. 
Forgive me, Madam, that I thus confeſs 

To you, my fait Phyſician, my Diſeaſe, 

And with ſuch Looks this ſuppliant Paper grace, 
As beſt become the Beauties of that Face, 

May that fmooth Brow no angry Wrinkle wear, 
But be your Looks as kind as they are fair. 
Some Pleaſure tis to think theſe Lines ſhall find 
An Entertainment at your Hands ſo kind, 

For this creates a Hope, that I too may, 
Receiv'd by you, as happy be as they. 

Ah! may that Hope be true! nor I complain 
That Venus promis'd you to me in vain. 

For know, leaſt you through Ignorance offend 
The Gods, 'tis Heav'n that me does hither fend, 
None of the meaneſt of the Pow'rs Divine 
That firft inſpir'd, till favours my Deſign. 
Great is the Prize I ſeek, I muſt confeſs, 

But neither is my Due or Merit leſs: 

Venus has promis'd ſhe would you aflign, 

Fair as her ſelf, to be for ever mine. 

Guided by her, my Troy I left for thee, 

Nor fear'd the Dangers of the faithleſs Sea. 
She with a kind and an auſpicious Gale 

Drove the good Ship, and ftretch'd out ev'ty Sail 
For ſhe, who ſprung out of the teeming Deep, 
Still o'er the Main does her wide Empite keep. 
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1 may the keep it, and as the with eaſe 
llays the Wrath of the moſt angry Seas, 
o may fhne give my ſtormy Mind ſome Reſt, 
ad calm the raging Tempeſt of my Breaſt, 
ad bring home all my Sighs and all my Vows 
o their wiſh'd Harbour, and defir'd Repoſe. 
Bither my Flames I brought, not found 'em here 3 
my whole Courſe by their kind Light did ficer ; 
or I by no Miſtake or Storm was toſt 
gainſt my Will upon this happy Coaſt. 
(or as a Merchant did I plow the Main 
ſo venture Life, like ſordid Fools, for Gain. 
lo; may the Gods preſerve my preſent Store, 
\nd only give me you to make it more, 
or to admire the Place came 1 fo far; 
have Towns richer than your Cities are. 
Tis you J ſeek, to me from Venus due, 
ou were my Wiſh, before your Charms I knew, 
Bright Images of you my Mind did draw 
ong Cer my Eyes the lovely Object ſaw. 
Nor wonder that with the ſwift-winged Dart, 
At ſuch a Diſtance you could wound my Heart; 
$0 Fate ordain'd, and left you fight with Fate, 
Hear and believe the Truth I ſhall relate. 
Now in my Mother's Womb ſhut up I lay, 
Her fatal Burthen longing for the Day, 
When ſhe in a myſterious Dream was told, 
Her teeming Womb a burning Torch did hold 
Fiighted the riſes, and her Viſion ſhe 


To Priam tells, and to his Prophets he; 
They 


nt 


They fing that I all Troy ſhould ſet on Fire, 
But ſure Fate meant the Flames of my Deſire. 
For fear of this among the Swains expos'd, 
My native Greatneſs every thing diſclos'd. 
Beauty, and Strength, and Courage join'd in one, 
Through all Diſguiſe ſpoke me a Monarch's Son, 
A Place there is in Ida's thickeſt Grove 

With Oakes and Fir-trees ſhaded all above, 
The Graſs here grows untoucht by bleating Flocks, 
Or Mountain Goat, or the laborious Ox. 

From hence Troy's Tow'rs, Magnificence and Pride 
Leaning againſt an aged Oak, I ſpy'd. 
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When ſtraight methought I heard the trembling 


With the ſtrange Noiſe of trampling Feet reſound, 
In the ſame Inſtant Fove's great Meſſenger, 

On all his Wings born through the yielding Air, 
Lighting before my wond'ring Eyes did ftand, 
His Golden Rod ſhone in his ſacred Hand: 
With him three charming Goddeſſes there came, 
Juno and Pallas, and the Cyprian Dame. 

With an unuſual Fear I ftood amaz'd, 

Till thus the God my ſinking Courage rais'd; 
Fear not; Thou art Jove's Subſtitute below, 

The Prize of heav'nly Beauty to beſtow ; 

Contending Goddeſſes appeal to yon, 

Decide their Strife; He ſpake, and up he flew. 
Then Bolder grown, I throw my Fears away, 
And ev'ry one with curious Eyes ſurvey. 

Each of em metited the Victory, 

And I, their doubtful Judge, was griev'd to ſee, 
That One muſt have it, when deſerv'd by Three, 
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yet that One there was which moft prevail'd, 
with more powerful Charms my Heart aſſail'd. 

' would you know who thus my Breaſt could move? 

o could it be but the fair Queen of Love? 

h mighty Bribes they all for Conqueſt ſtrive, 

1 wiil Empires, Pallas Valour give, 

it 1 tand doubting which I ſhould prefer, 

zice's foft Eaſe, or glorious Toils of War; 

Yenus gently ſmil'd, and thus ſhe ſpake, 

re dang'reus Gifts, O de nit, do not tale“ 

make Thee Love's immortal Pleaſures know, 

d Toys that in full Tides for ever flow, 

if you Fudge the Canqueſt to be mine, 

y Leda's fairer Daughter ſhall be thine, 

ſake: and I gave her the Conqueſt due, 

to her Beauty, and her Gift of you. 

lean while (my angry Stars more gentle grown ) 

m acknowledg*d Royal Priam's Son, 

the glad Court, all Troy do's celebrate, 

ta new Feſtival, my Change of Fate. 

Js I languiſh now, and die for thee, 

dic the Beauties of all Troy for me. 

Ju in fall Pow't over a Heart do reign, 

t which a thouſand Virgins ſigh'd in vain; 

t did Queens only fly to my Embrace, 

tNymphs of Form Divine, and Heav'nly Race: 

their Loves with cold Diſdain repreſt, 

ce Hopes of you firſt fir'd my longing Breaſt, 

ur charming Form all Day my Fancy drew, 

ad yhen Night came, my Dreams were all of you. 
What 


94 O VID“ EPISTLES. 


What Pleaſures then muſt you your ſelf impa;, 
- Whoſe Shadows only ſo ſurpris'd my Heart? 
And oh! how did 1 burn approaching nigh'r, 
That was ſo ſcorch'd by ſo remote a Fire! 

For now no longer could my- Hopes refrain 
From ſeeking their wiſh'd Object thro* the Main, 
1 fell the ſtately Pine, and ey'ry Tree 
That beſt was fit to cut the yielding Sea, 
Fetch'd from Gargarian Hills, tall Firs I cleaye, 


And Ida naked to the Winds I leave, 


Stiff Oaks I bend, and ſolid Planks I form, 
And ev'ry Ship with well-knit Ribs I arm. 

To the tall Maſt I Sails and Streamers join, 
And the gay Poops with painted Gods do ſhine, 
But on my Ship does only Venus ſtand 

With little Cupid ſmiling in her Hand, 

Guide of the Way ſhe did her ſelf command. 
My Fleet thus rigg d, and all my Thoughts on they, 
I long to plow the vaſt Ægean Sea; 

My anxious Parents my Deſires withſtand, 

And both with pions Tears my Stay command: 
Caſſandra too, with looſe diſhevel'd Hair, | 
Juſt as our haſty Ships to ſail prepare, 

Full of Prophetick Fury cries aloud, 

Oh whither fleers my Brother thro? the Flood? 
Little, ah! little doft thou know or heed, 

To what a raging Fire theſe Waters lead. 

True were her Fears, and in my Breaſt I feel 
The ſcoxthing Flames her Fury did foretel. 
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PARIS 7 HELENA, 
out I ſail, and favour'd by the Wind, 


of 


all ; 
; : your bleſt Shore my wiſt'd-for Haven find: 
, : Husband then, fo Heay'n, kind Heav'n ordains, 
I, © 
R his own Houſe his Rival entertains, 
ain W's ine chate'er in Sparta does delight 
| Main. curious Travellers enquiring Sight : 

{, who only long'd to gaze on you, 

ald taſte no Pleaſure in the idle Show. 

at thy Sight: oh! where was thea my Heatt ! 
rave, . 

from my Breaft it gave a ſudden Start, 
| ung forth and met half-way the fatal Dart. 
: 1, or leſs charming, was the Queen of Love, 
a en with her Rival Goddeſſes ſhe ſtrove. 
* Faireſt, hadſt thou come among the Three, 


en fie the Prize muſt have reſign'd to Thee. 
ur Beauty is the only Theme of Fame, 

dall the World ſounds with fair Helen's Name; 
lives there She whom Pride it (elf can raiſe 
claim with you an equal Share of Praiſe: 

| ſpeak falſe? rather Report does ſo, 
rafting from you in a Praiſe too low. 

ore here I find than that could ever tell. 
much your Beauty does your Fame excel, 

ell then might Theſes, he who all Things knew, 
unk none was worthy of his Theft þut you: 
this bold Theft admire ; but wonder more 

e ever would ſo dear a Prize reſtore : 

n! would theſe Hands have ever let you go? 
Jt could 1 live, and be divorc'd from you? 
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No; ſooner 1 with Life it felf could part, 


Than e'er {ee you torn from my bleeding Heart, 


But could 1 do as he, and give you back, 


Let ſure ſome Taſte of Love 1 firſt would take, 


Would firſt in all your blooming Excellence 
And Virgin Sweets feaſt my luxurious Senſe ; 
Orif you would not let that Treaſure go, 
Kiſſes at leaft you ſhould, you would beſtow, 
And let me ſmell the Flow'r as it did grow. 
Come then into my longing Arms, and try 
My lating, fx'd, eternal Conſtancy, 

Which never 'till my fun'ral Pile ſhall waſte; 
My preſent Fire ſhall mivgle with my lf. 
Scepters and Crowns for you 1 did diſdain, 
With which great Juno tempted me in vain. 
And when bright Pallas did her Bribes prepare, 
One ſoft Embrace from you I did prefer 


To Courage, Strength, and all the Pomp of War, 


Nor ſhail I ever think my Choice was ill, 

My judgment's ſettled, and approves it ſtill. 
Do you but grant my Hopes may prove as true 
As they were plac'd above all Things but you. 
I am, as well as you, of Heav'nly Race, 

Nor will my Birth your mighty Line diſgrace; 
Pallas and Fove our noble Lineage head, 

And them a Race of God-like Kings ſucceed, 
All Aſia's Scepters to my Father bow, 

And half the ſpacious Eaſt his Pow'r allow. 
There you ſhall ſee the Houſes roof'd with Gold, 
And Temples glozious as the Gods they hold, 
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ey you ſhall ſee, and Divine Walls admire, 
Built to the Conſort of Apes Lyre. 
hat need I the vaſt Flood of People tell, 
That over its wide Banks does almoſt (well? 
ou ſhall gay Troops of Phrygian Matrons meet, 
ad Trojan Wives ſhining in ev'ry Street. 
low often then will you your ſelf confeſs 
he Emptineſs and Poverty of Greece ? 
How often will you ſay, one Palace there 
Contains more Wealth than do whole Cities here? 
I ſpeak not this your Sparta to diſgrace, 
ot whereſoe'er your Life began its Race 
Muſt be to me the happieſt, deareſt Plage. 
Yet Sparta's poor; and you, that ſhould be dreſs'd 
In all the Riches of the ſhining Eaſt, 
Should underſtand how ill that ſordid Place 
Suits with the Beauty of your Charming Face, 
That Face with coſtly Dreſs and rich Attire 
Should ſhine, and make the gazing World admire, 
When you the Habit of my Trojans ſee, 
What, think ye, muſt that of their Ladies be? 
Oh! then be kind, fair Spartan, nor diſdain 
A Trojan in your Bed to entertain. 
He was a Trojan, and of our great Line, 
That to the Gods dues mix Immortal Wine; 
Tithonus too, whom to her rolie Bed 
The Goddeſs of the Morning bluſhing led ; 
do was .Anchiſes of our Trojan Race, 
Yet Inu, (elf to his deſix'd Embrace, 
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With all her Train of little Loves, did fly, 
And in his Arms learn'd for a while to lye. 
Nor do I think that Menelaws can, 
Compar'd with me, appear the greater Man. 
I'm ſure my Father never made the Sun 
With frighted Steeds from his dire Banquet run: 
No Grand- father of mine is ſtain'd with Blood, 
Or with his Crime names the Myrroan Flood. 
None of our Race does in the Stygzan Lake 
Snatch at thoſe Apples he wants Pow'r to take. 
But ſtay; ſince you with ſuch a Husband join, 
Your Father Fove is forc'd to grace his Line. 

He (Gods!) a Wretch unworthy of thoſe Charms, 
Does all the Night lye melting in your Arms, 
Does ev'ry Minute to new Joys improve, 

And riots in the luſcious Sweets of Love. 

3 but at Table one ſhort View can gain, 

And that too only to increaſe my Pain : 

© may ſach Feaſts my worſt of Foes attend, 
As often 1 at your ſpread Table find. 

1 loath my Food, when my tormented Eye 
Sees his rude Hand in your ſoft Boſom lye, 

1 burſt with Envy when [ him behold 

Your tender Limbs in his looſe Robe infold. 
When he vour Lips with melting Kifles ſeal'd, 
Before my Eyes I the large Goblet held. 
When you with him in ftri& Embraces cloſe, 
My hated Meat to my dry'd Palate grows, 
Oft have I ſigh'd, then figh'd again to fee 
That Sigh with {corntul Smiles tepaid by thee, 
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oft 1 with Wine would quench my hot Deſire 


. In vain; for ſo J added Fire to Fire. 
Oft have I turn'd away my Head in vain, 
. You ſtraight recall d my longing Eyes again. 


What mall 1 do? your Sports with Grief I ſee, 
run: But it's a greater, not to look on Thee. 


ood, With all my Art I ſtrive my Flames to hide, 

I. Zut through the thin Diſguiſe they are deſcry'd; 
Too well, alas! my Wounds to you are known, 

ake, And O that they were ſo to you alone! : 

n, How oft turn I my weeping Eyes away, 

b. Leſt he the Cauſe ſhould ask, and I betray? f! 

hamm, What Tales of Love tell I, when warm'd with Wine? 10 

ns, To your dear Face applying ev'ry Line. «jig 
In borrow'd Names I my own Paſſion ſhew, Blk || 
They the feign'd Lovers are, but I the true. : 10 
sometimes more Freedom in Diſcoutſe to gain, al 
For my Excuſe I Drunkenneſs would feign. a 1 

1, Once I remember your looſe Garment fell, iN 
And did your naked, ſwelling Breaſts reveal, 9 | 


Breaſts white as Snow, or the falſe Down of Fove, . 
When to your Mother the kind Swan made Loye , #4 
Whilſt with the Sight ſurpriz*d I gazing ſtand, 


. The Cup I held, dropt from my careleſs Hand. 1 

d, If you your young Hermione but kiſs, 1 {| 
Straight from her Lips I ſnatch the envy'd Bliſs, "x |. 

e Sometimes ſupinely laid, Love-Songs 1 ling, 1 2 
And wafted Kiſſes from my Fingers fling. 9 * 
Your Women to my Aid I try to moye * 1 


be. With all the pow'rful Rhetorick of Love, 
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But they, alas! ſpeak nothing but Deſpair, 

And in the midft leave my neglected Pray'r. 

Oh! that by ſome great Prize you might be won, 

And your Poſſeſſion might the Victor Crown: 

As Pelops his Hippodamia won, 

Then had you ſeen what I for you had done, 

But now I've nothing left to do but pray, 

And my ſelf proſtrate at your Feet to lay. 

O thou, thy Houſe's Glory, brighter far 

Than thy Two ſhining Brothers friendly Star! 

O worthy of the Bed of Heav'n's great King, 

If ought ſo fair but from himſelf could ſpring ! 

{Either with thee I back to Troy will fly, 

Or here a wretched baniſh'd Lover dye, 

With no ſlight Wound my tender Breaft does ſmait, 

My Bones and Marrow feel the piercing Dart; 

1 find my Siſter true did Propheſie, 

1 with a Heav'nly Dart ſhould wounded dye; 

Deſpiſe not then a Love by Heav'n deſign'd, 

so may the Gods ſtill to your Vows be kind. 
Much 1 could ſay, but what, will beſt be known 

#1 your Apartment, when we ale alone. 

You bluſh, and with a ſuperſtitious Dread 

Fear to defile the Sacred Marriage Bed: 

Ah! Helen, can you then ſo fimple be, 

Te think ſuch Beauty can from Faults be free? 

Or change that Face, or you muſt needs be kind; 

Beauty aud Virtue ſeldom have been join'd, 

Jove and bright Venus do our Thefts approve, 

Such Thefts as theſe gave you your Father ove. 
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ind if in you ought of your Parents laſt, 
Can Jove and Leda's Daughter well be chaſte? 
Yet then be chaſte when we to Troy ſhall go; 
{for ſhe who fins with one alone, is ſo.) 

Fut let us now enjoy that pleaſing Sin, 

Thea Marry, and be Innocent again. 

Ea vour own Husband doth the ſame perſuade, 
Silent himſelf, yet all his Actions plead ; 

for me they plead, and he, good Man, becauſe 
He'll ſpoil no Sport, officiouily withdraws, 

Had he no other Time to viſit Crete? 

Oh! how prodigious is a Husband's Wit! 

4 He went, and as he went, he cry'd, My Dear, 
Inſtead of me, you of your Gueſt take care. 

But you forget your Lord's Command, I ſee, 
Nor take you any cate of Love or me. 

5 And think you ſuch a thing as he does know 
The Treaſure that he holds in holding you? 
No: did he underſtand but half your Charms, 

He durſt not truſt em in a Strangei's Arms. 

If neither his nor my Requeſt can move, 

We're forc'd by Opportunity co Love; 

We ſhould be Fools, ev'n greater Fools than he, 
chould ſo ſecure a Time unactive be. 

Alone theſe tedious Winter Nights you lye 

In a cold Widow'd Bed, and ſo do l. 

Let mutual Joys our willing Bodies join, 

That happy Night ſhall the Mid-day out- ſhine, 
Then will 1 ſwear by all the Pow'rs above, 

And in their awful Preſence ſeal my Love. 

and F 3 | Then, 
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Then, if my Wiſhes may aſpire ſo high, 

1 with our Flight ſhall win you to comply; 

But if nice Henour little Scruples frame, 

The Force V11 uſe ſhall vindicate your Fame. 

Of Theſeus and your Brothers I can learn, 

No Precedents ſo nearly you concern; 

You Theſes, they Leuc:ppus? Daughter ſtole, 

L1l be the Fourth in the illuſtrious Roll. 

Well mann'd, well arm'd, for you my Fleet does ſtay, 
And waiting Winds murmur at our Delay. 

Thro* Troy's throng'd Streets you ſhall in Triumph go, 
Ador'd as fome new Goddeſs here below. 
Where-e'er you tread, Spices and Gums ſhall ſmoke, 
And Victims fall beneath rhe fatal Stroke. 

My Father, Mother, all the joyful Court, 

All Troy to you with Preſents ſhall reſort, 

Alas! "tis nothing what I yet have ſaid, 

What there you'll find, ſhall what I write exeeed. 
Nor fear, left War purſue our haſty Flight, 

And angry Greece ſhould all her Force unite. 

What raviſh'd Maid did ever Wars regain? 

Vain the Attempt, and Fear of it as vain, 

The Thracians Orithya ſtole from far, 

Yet Thrace ne'er heard the Noiſe of following Was 
Faſon too ſtole away the Colchian Maid, 

Yet Colchos did not Theſſaly invade. 

He who ſtole you, ſtole Ariadne too, 

Vet Minos did not with all Crete purſue, 

Fear in theſe Caſes than the Danger's more, 

And when the threat'ning Tempeſt once is o'er, 
Our Shame's then greater than our Fear before, 
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put ſay from Greece a threatned Wat purſue, 
Know I have Strength and wounding Weapons too. 
jn Men and Hoiſe more numerous than Greece 
Our Empite is, nor in its Compaſs leſs. 

Nor does your Husband Paris ought excel 

In Gen'rous Courage, or in Martial Skill. 

Ey'n but a Boy, from my ſlain Foes I gain'd 
My ſtollen Herd, and a new Name attain'd ; 
Er'n then o'ercome by me I cou'd produce 
Deiphobus and great Ilioneus. 

Nor Hand to Hand more to be fear'd am I, 
Than when from far my certain Arrows fly. 

You for his Youth can no ſuch Actions ſeign, 
Nor can he ©@er my envy'd Skill attain, 

But could he, Hector's your Security, 

And he alone an Army is to me. 

You know me not, nor the hid Proweſs find 

Of him that Heav'n has for your Bed deſign'd, 
Fither no War from Greece ſhall follow thee, 
Or if it does, ſhall be repell'd by me. 

Not think 1 fear to fight for ſuch a Wife, 
That Prize would give the Coward's Courage life 
All After Ages ſhall your Fame admire, 

If you alone ſet the whole World on fire. 

To Sea, to Sea, while all the Gods are kind, 
And all 1. promiſe, you in Trey ſhall find. 
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HeLeN to hs 


the Right Honourable the Earlof Mu LRA 
and Mr. DRY DEN. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Icien, having receiv'd the foregoing Epiſtle from 
Paris, retiri's the following Anſwer : 8 (be 
ſeems at firſt ro chide him for his Preſumption in 
writing as he had done, which could only procud 
from his low Opininn of her Virtue; then owns ber 
feif to be ſenſible of the Paſſion which he had ex. 
Freſs d for her, tho ſhe much ſuſpected his Conſtancy; 
and at laſt diſcovers her Inclinations to be fav 
rable to bim. The whele Letter ſhewing the tx- 
cream Artifice of I bm an. kn d. 


HEN looſe Epiſtles violate chafte Eyes, 
She half Conſents, who ſilently Denies; 


Kow dares a stranger, wit ! Deſigns ſo vain, 
Marriage and Hoſpitable Rights prophane ? 
Was it for this, your Fate did ſhelter find 
From ſwelling Seas, and ev*r; faithleſs Wind? 
(For tho' a diſt ant Country brought you forth, 
Your Uſage here was equal to your Worth) 
Does this deſerve to be rewarded ſo ? 


Did you come here a Stranger, or a Foe? 
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four partial Judgment may perhaps complain, 
And think me barb*rous for my juſt Diſdain; 
ju bred then let me be, but not unchaſte, 

Nor my clear Fame with any Spot defac'd; 
Tho' in my Face there's no affected Frown, 
Nor in my Carriage a feign'd Niceneſs ſhown, 
] keep my Honour ſtill without a Stain, 

Net has my Love made any Coxcomb vain. 
Your Boldneſs I with Admiration fee ; 

What Hope had you to gain a Queen like me: 
becauſe a Hero forc'd me once away, 

Am 1 thought fit to be a ſecond Prey? 

Had I been won, 1 had deſerv'd your Blame, 
Bit ſure my Part was nothing but the Shame: 
let the baſe Theft to him no Fruit did bear, 
ſcap'd unhutt by any thing but Fear. 

Rude Force might ſome unwilling Kiſſes gain, 
put that was all he ever cou'd obtain. 


1oꝝ 


You on ſuch Terms would ne'er have let me go; 


Were he like you, we had not parted fo, 


Untouch'd the Youth reſtor'd me to my Friends, 


And modeſt Uſage made me ſome amends. 
'Tis Virtue to repent a vicious Deed 
Did he repent, that Paris might ſucceed ? 


ue 'tis ſome Fate that ſets me above Wrongs, 


ler ſtill expoſes me to buſie Tongues, 


ll not complain, for who's diſpleas'd with Love, 


If it fincere, diſcreet, and conſtant prove? 

But that 1 fear; not that 1 think you baſe, 

Or doubt the blooming Beauties of my Face, 
F 5 
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But all your Sex is ſubject to deceive, 

And ours, alas, too willing to believe. 

Yet others yield: and Love o'ercomes the beſt; 
But why ſhould I not ſhine above the reſt? 
Fair Leda's Story ſeems at firſt to be 

A fit Example ready found for me; 

But the was Cozen'd by a borrow'd Shape, 
And under harmleſs Feathers felt a Rape: 

If 1 ſhould yield, what Reaſon could 1 uſe? 

By what Miſtake the loving Crime excuſe ? 
Her Fault was in her pow'rful Lover loſt, 

But of what Jupiter have I to boaſt? 

Tho' you to Heroe's, and to Kings ſucceed, 
Our Famous Race does no Addition need, 
And great Alliances but uſeleſs prove 

To one that's come her ſelf from mighty Jove. 
Go then and boaſt in ſome leſs haughty Place 


Your Phrygian Blood, and Priam's ancient Race, 


Which I would ſhew I valu'd, if I durſt; 
You are the fifth from Fove, but I the firſt, 
The Crown of Troy is pow'rful I confeſs, 
But I have reaſon to think ours no leſs. 
Your Letter fill'd with Promiſes of all 


That Men can good, and Women pleaſant, call; 


Gives Expectation ſuch an ample Field, 

As wou'd move Goddeſſes themſelves to yield. 
But if I Cer offend great Juno's Laws, 

Your ſelf ſhall be the dear, the only Cauſe; 
Either my Honour 111 to Death maintain, 


Or follow you, without mean Thoughts of Gain. 
| Not 
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Not that ſo fair a Preſent J deſpiſe; 
ve like the Gift, when we the Giver prize. 
but 'tis your Love moves me, which made you take 
duch Pains, and run ſuch Hazards for my ſake; 
have perceiv'd (tho' 1 diſſembled too) 

thouſand Things that Love has made you do: 

four eager Eyes would almoſt dazle mine, ine. 
In which (wild Man) your wanton Thoughts wou'd 
gometimes you'd ſigh, ſometimes diſorder'd ſtand, 
and with unuſual Ardor preſs my Hand; 
Contiive juſt after me to take the Glaſs, 
Nor wou'd you let the leaſt Occaſion paſs, 
When oft I fear'd, 1 did not mind alone, 
and bluſting ſate for Things which you have done; 
Then murmur'd to my ſelf, He'll for my ſake 
Do any thing ; I hope *twas no Miſtake: 
Oft have I read within this pleaſing Grove, 
Vader my Name, thoſe charming Words, I Love, 
flowning, ſeem'd not to believe your Flame, 
gut now, alas, am come to Write the ſame, 
| | were capable to do amiſs, 
I could not but be ſenfible of this. 
For oh ! your Face has ſuch peculiar Charms, 
That who can hold from flying to your Arms! 
Dt what 1 ne'er can have without Offence, 
May ſome bleſt Maid poſſeſs with Innocence. 
Meaſure may tempt, but Virtue more ſhould move; 
O learn of me to want the Thing you Love. 
What you deſite is ſought by all Mankind: 
As you have Eyes, ſo others are not Blind. 
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Like you they ſee, like you my Charms adore, 
They wiſh not leſs, but you dare venture more. 
Oh! had you then upon our Coaſts been brought, 
My Virgin Love when thouſand Rivals ſought, 
You had J leen, you ſhould have had my Voice; 
Nor cou'd my Husband juſtly blame my Choice. 
For both our Hopes, alas! you come too late; 
Another now is Mafter of my Fate. 

More to my Wiſh I cou'd have liv'd with you, 
And yet my preſent Lot can undergo. 

' Ceaſe to ſollicit a weak Woman's Will, 

And urge not her you Love, to ſo much III. 

But let me live contented as I may, 

And make not my unſpotted Fame your Prey, 
Some Right you claim, ſince naked to your Eyes 
Fhree Goddeſles diſputed Beauty's Prize. 

One offer'd Valour, t'other Crowns, but ſhe 
Obtain'd her Cauſe, who ſmiling promis'd me, 
But firſt I am not of Belief ſo light, | 

To think ſuch Nymphs wow'd ſhew you ſuch a Sight, 
Yet, granting this, the other Part is feign'd ; 

A Bribe ſo mean, your Sentence had not gain'd. 
With partial Eyes I ſhou'd my ſelf regard, 

To think that Venus made me her Reward: 

1 humbly am content with human Praiſe; 

A Goddels's Applauſe wou'd Envy raiſe: 

But be it as you ſay, for tis confeft, 

The Men, who flatter higheſt, pleaſe us beſt, 

, That 1 ſufpe@ it, ought not to diſpleaſe; 

Fox Miracles are not believ'd with caſe, 
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one Joy I have, that I had Venus Voice; 

A greater yet, that you confirm'd her Choice; 
That proffer'd Laurels, promis'd Sov'reignty, 
Juno and Pallas you contemn'd for me. 

Am I your Empire then, and your Renown ? 
What Heart of Rock but mult by this be won? 
And yet bear Witneſs, O you Pow'rs above, 
How rude I am in all the Arts of Love! 

My Hand is yet untaught to write to Men: 
Tais is th' Eſſay of my unpractis'd Pen: | 
Happy thoſe Nymphs, whom Uſe has perfect made; 
think all Crime, and tremble at a Shade. 

En while I wiite, my fearful conſcious Eyes 
Look often back, miſdoubting a Surpriſe, 

For now the Rumour ſpreads among the Croud, 
At Court in Whiſpers, but in Town aloud: 
Diſſerable you, whate'er you hear em ſay: 

To leave off Loving were your better Way, 

Yet if you will diſſemble it you may. 

Love ſecretly : the Abſence of my Lord 

More Freedom gives, but does not all afford: 
Long is his Journey, long will be his Stay; 
Call'd by Affairs of Conſequence away. 

To go or not, when unreſcly'd he ſtood, 

bid him make what ſwift Return he cou'd : 
Then kiſſing me, he ſaid, I recommend 

All to thy Care, but moſt my Trojan Friend. 

I ſmil'd at what he innocently ſaid, 

And only anſwer'd, You mall be obey'd, 
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Propitious Winds have born him far from hence, 
But let not this ſecure your Confidence, 

Abſent he is, yet abſent he commands : 

You know the Proverb, Princes have long Hands, 
My Fame's my Burtken ; for the mere I'm prais'd, 
A juſter Ground of Jealouſie is rais'd. 

Were I leſs fair, I might have been more bleſt; 
Great Beauty through great Danger is poſſeſt. 
To leave me here his Venture was not hard, 
Becauſe he thought my Virtue was my Guard. 
He fear'd my Face, but truſted to my Life, 

The Beauty doubted, but believ'd the Wife. 

You bid me uſe th* Occaſion while I can, 

Put in our Hands by the good eaſie Man. 

1 wov'd, and yet I doubt, twirt Love and Fear, 
One draws me from you, and one brings me near, 
Our Flames are mutual, and my Husband's gone; 
The Nights are long ; 1 fear to lye alone, 

One Houſe contains us, and weak Walls divide, 
And you're too preſſing to be long deny'd: 

Let me not live, but ey'ry Thing conſpires 

To join our Loves, and yet my Fear retires. 

You court with Words, when you ſhou'd Force imploy, 
A Rape is requiſite to ſhame-fac'd Icy. 

Indulgent to the Wrongs which we receive, 

Our Sex can ſuffer what we dare not give. 

What have I ſaid ! for both of us 'twere beſt, 
Our kindling Fire if each of us ſuppreſt. 

The Faith of Strangers is too PLONE to change, 
And, like themſelves, their wand ' ring Paſſions range. 
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„pile, and the fond Minonian M aid, 

ere both by truſting of their Gueſts betray'd, 
Vow can 1 doubt that other Men deceive, 

hen you your ſelf did fair OEnone leave? 

But leſt 1 ſhou'd upbraid your Treachery, 

'ou make a Merit of that Crime to me; 

et grant you were to faithful Love inclin'd, 

our weary Trojans wait but for a Wind. 

Should you prevail; while I aſſign the Night, 

Your Sails are hoiſted, and youtake your Flight: 
ſome bawling Mariner out Love deſtroys, 

And breaks aſunder our unfiniſh'd Joys. 

zut I with you may leave the Spartan Port, 
To view the Trojan Wealth and Priam's Court, 
own while 1 ſee, I ſhall expoſe my Fame; 

and fill a foreign Country with my Shame. 
In Afia what Reception ſhall 1 find? 
And what Diſkonour leave in Greece behind? 
What will your Brothers, Priam, Hecuba, 
And what will all your modeſt Matrons ſay? 
Ey'n you, when on this Action you refleQ, 
My future Conduct juſthy may ſuſpe& : 
And whate'er Stranger lands upon your Coaſt, 
Conclude me, by your own Example, loſt, 
from your Rage a Strumpet's Name ſhall hear, 
While you forget what Part in it you bear. 
You, my Crime's Author, will my Crime upbraid ; 
Deep under Ground Oh let me firſt be laid! 
You boaſt the Pomp and Plenty of your Land, 
And promiſe all ſhall be at my Command: 


Youx 
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Your Trojan Wealth, believe me, I deſpiſe ; 
My own poor Native Land has dearer Ties, 
Shou'd 1 be injur'd on your Phrygian Shore, 


MH 
zut Time Xn 
And 1 perha 


; ; you laſt der 
What helpof Kindred cou'd I there implote ? Theſe are y 
Medea was by Faſon's Flatt'ty won: W unripe 
Imap, like her, believe, and be undone. 3 
; | « be rul'd by 
Plain honeſt Hearts, like mine, ſuſpect no Cheat, lis is eno 
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And Love contributes to its own Deceit. lor ROW m 
The Ships, about whoſe Sides loud Tempeſts roar, My woms 
With gentle Winds were wafted from the Shoar, * may | 


Your teeming Mother dreamt a flaming Brand 
Sprung from her Womb conſum'd the Trojan Land, 
To ſecond this, old Prophecies conſpire, 

That liwn ſhall be burnt with Grecian Fire: 

Both give me Fear, nor is it much allay'd, 

That Venus is oblig'd our Loves to aid. 

For they who loſt their Cauſe, Revenge will take, 
And for one Friend two Enemies you make, 

Nor can J doubt, but ſhou'd 1 follow you, 

The Sword would ſoon our fatal Crime purſue : 

A Wrong ſo great my Husband's Rage would route, 
And my Relations would his Cauſe eſpouſe. 

You boaſt your Strength and Courage, but, alas! 
Your Words receive {mall Credit from your Face, 
Let Heroes in the duſty Field delight, 

Thoſe Limbs were faſtion'd for another Fight, 
Bid Hector ſally from the Walls of Trey, 

A ſweeter Quarrel ſhould your Arms imploy. 

Yet Fears like theſe ſhou'd not my Mind perplex, 
Were I as Wiſe as many of my Sex, 


But 
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zut Time and you may bolder Thoughts inſpire ; 


and 1 perhaps may yield to your Deſire, 
You laſt demand a private Conference, 


Theſe are your Words, but I can gueſs your Senſe, 


Tour unripe Hopes their Harveſt muſt attend: 


ße rul'd by me, and Time may be your Friend, 


This is enough to let you underſtand, 

fer now my Pen has tit'd my tender Hand; 
}'y Woman knows the Secret of my Heart, 
aud may hereafter better News impart. 


Penelope 
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reſt, there ſignalix d his Manhood and Prudence wept to fi 


particularly. But the Siege at an end, and he wt qolemns b 
returning with the other Captains, Penelope ſen; mough al 
this Letter in ef of him. She had render'd her katever 6 
ſelf as deſervedly famaus en her part by reſiſting 
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all the while the Tmportnenity Switors with 
an unuſual Criſtansy and Fidelity. She complaint 
#0 Ulyſſes of their Carriage, ſhe likewiſe tells him 
her Apprebenſion: and Fears for him during the 
War and ſince; acquaints lim with the ill Po- 
ſure of his Family through his Abſence, and de- 
fires him te haſten Kame as the only means to ſet 
all right again, | 


O Your Penelope at length break home, 

Send no Excuſe, nor Ray to write, but come. 
Our Trouble long, Troy does not hold you now; 
Nor twenty Troy's were worth all this ado, 


Wou'd 
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ou'd ſome juſt Storm and raging Sea had drown'd 
SLE he Ruffian, when for Lacedemon bound; 
ould not then of tedious Days complain, 
or cold a-Nights, and comfortleſs have lain 
& þ or ſhould this Pains to paſs the Ev'nings take, 
. nd work, and weave, ev'n till my Fingers ake. 
always fear'd worſe Dangers than the true, 
is always Love unquiet Fears purſue) 
1ncy'd thee by fierce Trojans compaſs'd round, 
id Hefor's Name ſtill ſtruck me to the Ground. 
ken told of Neftor's Son, by Hector lain, 
recian Whicight Ne/tor's Son rouz'd all my Fears again. 
27 the en for his Sham how dear Patroctus paid: 
dence wept to find that Wit no better ſped, 
pole mas by Trojan Jav'lin kill'd, 
hrough all my Veins an Icy Terror thrill'd: 
52 hatever Greeks miſcarty'd in the Fray, 
ing | ; 
fainted, and fell (well nigh) dead as they. 
pla Neav'n for chaſte Love has better Fate in ſtore, 
| y Husband lives, and Trey is now no more. 
bur Captains well return'd, each Altar flames, 
nd Temples all Barbarian Booty crams 3 
or their ſafe Loves the Women Off rings bring, 
nd Trojan Fates by ours defeated Sing. 
|| tand amaz'd to hear both old and young, 
nd liſt'ning Wives upon their Husbands hung. 
ſome on the Table draw each bloody Fight, 


e. And ſpilling Wine the whole fad Iliad write, 
5 This Simois, that the Sigean Land, 
And there did Priam's lofty Palace ſtand, 
ow'd Here 
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Here skulkt YH es, there Achilles dar'd, 

There Hector torn, the foaming Horſes ſcar d. 

All did old Neftor to your Son explain: 

To ſeek you ſent, who told me all again, 

Your Sword how Dolon, no, nor Rheſus ſcap'd, 

Banter'd the one, this taken as he napp'd. 

Fool-hardy you, and us remembring ill, 

Nightly amidſt thoſe Thracian Tents to ſteal, 

There Numbers ſlay, one only aiding thee, 

Thou haſt been Wiſe, and woud'ft have thought on me 

Still pant I, told, how all in riumph brave, 

Round your Friends Camp thole Thracian Steed 
you drave. 

But what avails it me that Troy did yield, 

And by your Proweſs now the Town's a Field! 

As when Trey ſtood, Iſtill remain alone, 

Th' Effect continues, tho' the Cauſe is gone: 

To others ſack d, to only me upheld, 

Ev'n whilſt it lies by Greek Abiders till'd. 

For Priam's Tow'rs, now lofty Corn appears, 

And Phrygian Blood a pond'rous Harveſt rears, 

No Houſe remains, nought of a Trojan found, 

Unleſs you dig their Bunes from under Ground, 

Where art thou, Conqu'ror? what detains thee now? 

Or may not 1 your new Atchievements know ! 

What-eyec Skipper hither comes a ſhore, 

For thee I ask, and ask him o'er and o'er ; 

Nor parts he, *till 1 ſcribble half a Sheet, 

To give thee, ſhould ye ever chance to meet. 
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re ſent to Pylos, Neſtor's ancient Seat, 

om Pylas we no certain Tidings get: 

o Sparta ſent, the Spartans nothing know, 

(kat Courſe you ſteer, nor where you wander now, 

ou'd thole ſame God-built Walls were ſtanding ſtill, 

Now! Repent that e er Iwiſh'd em il) flearn'd, 

nen where thou fought'ſt, I ſurely ſhould have 

or: ſave for War, the common Grievance, mourn'd. 

ow, what I know not, all I madly fear, 

ind a wild Field lies open to my Care. 

Sea, or Land whatever Dangers ſway, 

hoſe I ſuſpe& the Cauſes of your Stay. 

hilſt thus I fimply muſe, who knows your Mind, 

Fechaps abroad ſome other Love you find: 

Fethaps to ker your dowdy Wife dehne, 

Yao knows no more, ſo that her Cup-board ſhine. 
No; vaniſh jealous Thoughts, nor fright me more, 
He wou'd be with me, were it in his Pow'r. 
My Size would force me from my Widow's Bed, 

N names my Delay, and chides and ſhakes his Head. 


t On me, 
, 
4 Steeds 


| Let him chide on, yours ſtill, yours only, 1, 
q Pne/ope, Ulyſſes Wife will die. 

18 let by my chaſte Deſites, and Virtue bent, 
now?. | 

| His Temper does a little now Relent. 


from crete and Samos, Rhodes and Zant ſet out, 

To Court me come a wild unruly Rout 3 

Who revel in your Houſe without controul, 

And cat, and waſte your Means, our Blood and Soul. 
Of Medon, Polybus, Piſander fell 


Eur) machus, alas, why ſhould 1 tell? 
We With 
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With many more (you ſadly out o'th' way) 
Feed here, and on your Subſtance let em prey, 
The Beggar Irus, and that Goat-herd Clown, 
Melanchius, range and rummage up and down, 
So kept your Houſe, ſuch ſtout Defenders we, 
A helpleſs Wife, old Man, and little Boy; 
Whom late by Treach' ry we had well nigh loſt, 
*Gainſt all our Minds as he to Pylos croſt: 

But Heav'ns preſerve him till he die in Courſe, 
Having firſt clos'd mine Eyes, and alſo yours, 
Thus the old Nurſe, the Hind, and Hogherd pray; 
True Servants all, and faithful in their Way, 
Diſarm'd by Age, Laertes is not fit 

Amidſt thoſe Bullies to maintain your Right, 
Age, if he lives, Telemachus may bring 
To Strength, but yet he needs his Father's Wing, 
I, what am 1? Alas my Help is ſmall ? 

Come you, the Strength and Safety of us all, 
So may your Son in virtuous Arts increaſe, 

So may the Old Laertes die in Peace; 
Who in my Bloom did at your Parting mourn, 
1 witherd grow, in waiting your Return, 
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Penelope to Ulyſſes. 
loſt, 
By the Honourable Mrs, WHARTON. 
urſe, 
11s, _ this low Epiſtle ſends Mb 
' pray; To him on whom her future Hope depends : i" 
7, 'Tis your Penelope, diftreſs'd, fotlorn, , 
Who asks no Anſwer, but your quick Return, 1 
bt, Priam and Troy, the Grecian Dames juſt Hate, g ö ; 
Have long e' er this, 'tis known, receiv'd their Fate, | i 
Ving, For which thy Abſence pays too dear a Rate. 4 "nt 
O e'et my Hopes and Joys had found their Graves, 1 
l, Why did not Paris periſh by the Waves ? 1 
| hould not then paſs tedious Nights alone, 4 
Courting with fervent- Breath the riſing Sun; 7 
tn, But all in vain, for Day is Night to me, [ þ 


Nor Day nor Night brings Comfort, only thee, 4 

My tender Hands with weaving would not tire, 1 

Nor my ſoft Thoughts with unobtain'd Deſire. | 

still did my Mind new fearful Forms preſent 

To kijl my Hopes, and raiſe my Diſcontent. 

Love, jealous Love, has more than Eagles Eyes 

To ſpy. out Sorrows, but o*'er-look our Joys ; 

I fancy'd furious Trojans ftill were nigh 1 

To flay my Lord, and all' my Hopes deſtroy. fl {| 
Pens As * 
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As there the Arms of Heer ſtill prevail, 


Here at his very Name my Checks grew pale; To fierce 
When told Antilechys by him was ſlain, Deſcribes 1 
My Hopes decay'd, my Fears reviv'd again, Taught by 
I wept when young Patroclus was o'crthrown, To fear th 
To find how weak the Arts of Wit were grown, Breathleſs 
The Deeds of fierce Tl:polemys alarm'd The Army 
My tender Soul, and all my Spirits charm'd. This Ne, 


Each fatal Scene Grief to my Heart did ſhow, 
Whate'er they felt, I ſuffer'd here for you. 
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But virtuous Love propitious Heav'n befriends, Theſe ted 
My Husband's ſafe, on whom my Life depends; liſten d 
Troy is o'erthrown, and all our Sorrow ends. How tt 
The.Grecians Triumph, they at large declare You little 
The Fall of Ilium, and the Foes Deſpair. When in 
Old Men and tender Maids with Pleaſure hear The Tura 
The fatal End of all their Griefs and Fear. Aſſiſted | 
The joyful Wife from ſoft Embraces now ? Too it:0! 
Will hardly time to hear theſe Tales allow, But wl 
Forgets long Abſence, and renews her Vow. ( If, like t 
Some on the Tables their feign'd Combats draw, Your Pre 
With ſparing Bowls the Victor ſpeaks his Joy, would 1 
And with ſpilt Wine deſcribes the famous Troy; Other: 
Here, ſays he, Priam's.Palace did appear, Driving 
The far-tam'd River Simois glided here; Th' unh: 
Here twas Achilles fought, Ulyſſes too; And wl 
At that to guard my Heart my Spirits flew : Plo 
Achilles* mighty Name paſs'd careleſs by, Where | 
But at this Name Penelere could dye, Expect 
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One ſhows the Place where mangled Hector lay, 
le; To fierce Achilles“ Fury made a Prey, | 

Deſcribes the Horſes which his Body drew, 

Taught by an Inſtinct they before ne'er knew, 
I, To fear the Man, who could no more purſue, 
Wil, Breathleſs on Earth was laid the Soul of Troy, 

The Army's Triumph, and the City's Joy. 

This Neſtor told your Son, whom my fond haſte 


W, Sent to enquire of Dangers which were paſt, 

He told how Reſus was with Delon (lain ? 
85 Theſe tedious Tales did but augment my Pain, 
s; 1 liſten'd ſtill to hear of you again. I 


How truly Valiant were you, tho*' Unkind ? 
You little thought of what you left behind, 
When 1a the Night you ventur'd to invade 
ar The Thracian Camp, ray Soul was fill'd with dread, 
Aſſiſted but by one their Strength you ptose, 


1 Too ſtrong your Courage, but to weak your Love. 
But what remains to me for Conqueſts paſt, 
( If, like that City, ſtill my Hopes lye waſte? 
draw, Your Prefence wald my ſpringing Joy renew; 
7 Would Troy were glorious ſtill, fo 1 had you. 
57 3 Others 1 fee their Victories enjcy, 


Driving along the fatted Spoils of Troy : 

Th' unhappy Beaſts compell'd turn C ebels now, 

And where their Captive Maſters mourn, muſt 
Plough. 

Where barren Walls were once, tow fruittul Fields 

Expect the Sickle, and glad Harveſt yield, 
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Still they inſult upon the conquer*d Foes, 

Raiſing their bury'd Limbs with crooked Floughs; 

Ev'n Death to them is not the End of Woes. 

Graſs grows, where once the Tow'rs erected high 

Of ſtately Ilium durſt our-face the Sky. 

But why do I glad Victories relate? 

I have no Conqueſt, but the conquer'd's Fate. 

Thou, mighty Victor, from my Arms art fled, 

Deſpair here triumphs, and my Comfort's dead; 

Thy Image ftill I find within my Heart, 

But if thou fray'ſt, with that and Life I part. 
Whatever Stranger lands upon our Shore, 

Thitker I run, wing'd Hope flies on before; 

I ask, Where is my Lord? Will he return? 

Is he in Health? Or muſt I ever mourn ? 

Then to his Hands a Letter ſtrait I give, 

And cry, Give this to him in whom ] live. 

But if no quick Reply the Stranger makes, 

The ſpringing Blood my trembling Cheeks forſakes, 

I fear your Death, and more I fear your Scoin, 

TI think Pevclope is now forlorn, 

Ul:ſſes falſe, and all his Vows forſworn, 

1 ſent to Pyl-s to enquire for thee, 

Fut found thee there a Stranger as to me; 

To Sparta, but could there no Tydings hear: 

Where art thou, my Ulyſſes, tell me where? 

Where doit thou hide thy ſelf t'encreaſe my Fear. 

None of thy Victories to me return, 

Apollo's City's vanquiſh'd, yet I mourn: 
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ah would it ſtood, that Scene of Pomp and Pride, 
Then I ſhould know where all my Hopes reſide: 
put now, alas! I know not where thou art, 

My Vows are turn'd, and help to break my Heart, 
What may be, tho? 'tis not, augments my Care, 
| know not where to limit now my Fear; 
My Sorrows wander in ſo large a Field, 
| fear all Dangers Sea and Earth can yield. 
Forgive me, dear Ulyſſes, if ſometimes 
My eager Love dares tax thy Heart of Crimes, 
| ſometime think ſome crafty Stranger may 
Kave made thy abſent wandring Heart a Prey; 
Where to make ſure the Vows to her are ſworn, 
Penelope each Day is made a Scorn. 
Thou tell'ſt her, the weak Diſtaff is my Care, 
| know no Art the Conqu'ror to enſnare; 
ſhe homely Duties of a Wife I prove, 
but never knew to fix a wandring Love. 
When thus I think, I'm filFd with deep Deſpairs, 
1:en trait I rave, and chide away thoſe Fears; 
think thov'rt true, and were it in thy Pow'r 
Ulyſſes were Penelope's this Hour, 

My Father adds to my inſulting Fate, 
bidding me quit thoſe Robes and widow'd State; 
And laughs to hear me feign ſome weak Excuſe, 
Rather than all my Yows and Hopes abuſe : 
but let him laugh, I'm thine and only thine, 
Tho* much 1 fear Ulyſſes is not mine; 
My fix'd Reſolves at length have conquer'd him, 
fe thinks I may be true without a Crime, 

| G 2 Slaves 
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Slaves I have many, who affect to move, 
But vainly tempt my fix'd and conſtant Love; 
Vain, youthful, gay, endu'd with all thoſe Arts 
Which captive and ſecure leſs faithful Hearts; 
Tacy Lord it here o'er all, now thou'rt away, 


Thy Wealth is theirs, who bleſs thy kind Delay, 


All but thy Wife to them is made a Prey. 
Why ſhould I reckon up each hated Name, 
nateful to me, and cruel to thy Fame? 

P ylander, Polypus and Medon here 

' Are fierce thro? Pow'r, I feeble thro* Deſpair, 
Why ſhould I name the ſly Eurymachus, 

The curs'd and covetous Altinows ? 

es, theſe and more to thy Diſgrace 

Live onthy Riches, while thy Herds decreaſe ; 
The mean Melantbus and poor Irys too &+: 
Are cvet in the way t' aſſiſt the Crew, 

Whote cazeleis Riots all my Hopes undo: 
Alone upon thy Succour we depend, 

We are but Three, and weakly we defend ; 

I am a Woman, and Laertes old, 

Telemachus too young, the Foe too bold; 
Telcmachus nigh loſt the other Day, 

For he for Pyles had prepar'd his way 


Againſt my Will, who ne'er could have deſign'd 


Parting with th' only Fledge you left behind. 

O may he live, that when I'm freed by Death, 
Ulyſſes? Soul may in his Boſom breath. 

The little Family you left behind 

Thus pray for him, whom all the Gods deſign'd 
Heir to thy Wealth, and to thy richer Mind. 
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Leertes *mongſt his Foes is old and weak, 

His Pow'r decays, in vain his Help I ſeek. 

Your Son may live, the Foe may grow leſs ſtrong, 
As yet they're pow'rful, and their Hopes are young. 
Return, my wandring Lord, the only Scope 

Of all our Pray*rs, the End of all our Hope; 
Return, and teach your Son, like you, to know 

The Arts to govern, and ſubdue a Foe; 

Inſtruct his tender Years for Learning fit, 

Bis Blood is thine, and thine may be his Wit; 
Return, and bleſs Laertes, er he dies, 

With thy dear Sight, then clofe his willing Eyes; 
Return, and bleſs thy Wife, whoſe Youth decays ? 
With ſnedding Tears at thy unkind Delays, 

Return, Life of our Hopes, Light of our Days. g 
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Hypfipyle to Jaſon. 


The AK G U MENT, 
Tie Deſire of gaining tle Golden Fleece, pit Jaſon 


upon a Voyage to Colchos, I his Paſſage, & 
ſtop pd at the Iſland of Lemnos, of which Platt * 


Hrphpyle was then Queen, fam'd for her Piou 
ſaving of her Father Thoas, in a general Maf- 
ſacre of the Men there by the Wemen of that 
Country. Her Entertainment of Jaſon was ſo kind, 
as induced tim to ſtay there two Years, at the 
End of which he left the Iſland, and the Queen, EY 
(then biz with Child;) and after a ton 
Vows of Conſtancy, and à ſpeedy Return, purſue WER” 
Lis firſt intended Voyage, and arrives at Coichos, 
where Mita was King. Medea his Daughter 
fall; in Love with Jaſon, and by her Charms he 
£ain'd the Golden Fleece; with which, and Vie 
dea, he fail d home to Theſſaly, Hypſipyle, bes. 
ring of his Landing with her more happy Rival 
Medea, writes him this Epiſtle. 


Aden, they ſay, with Jaſon's Golden Prize, 

Proud Arge in Theſſalia's Harbour lies. 
Iwould Congratulate your ſafe Return; 8 
But from your Pen 1 ſhould that Safety learn, 8 
\ When - 
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Wien from my flighred Coaſt you bore away, 

$512ht of the Winds, you ſhow'd leſs Faith than They. 

etwas too much t' enjoy my deareſt Lord, 

gare I deſetv'd one Line, one tender Word. 

Why did Fame firſt, and not their Conqu'ror, ſhow, 

How War's ferce God ſawhis tam'd Bulls at Plow. 

owt Earth-born Warriors roſe, aud how they fel! 

By their own Swords, without your conqu'ring Steel. 

Pow in your Charms the fetter'd Dragon lay, 

Wiilit your bold Band bore the curPd Gold away. 

Waen doubtfal Tongues ſhall Jaſon's Wonders tall, 

Would 1 could fay, See here's my Oracle. 

But tho? unkind Loves Silence 1 deplore, 

four Heart ſtill mine, I would deſire no more. 

Put ah, that Hope is vain ;----a Witch deſtroys 

My Fancy'd Pleaſures, and my promis'd Joys. 

Would I couid ſay (but oh, Loves Fear's too ſtrong !) 

Would I could ſay, 1 guiltleſs Jah wrong. 

Lately a Gueſt came from th* Hemenian Land: 

My Door ſcarce reach'd, with Tianiport 1 demand 

How fares my Feſ+n ? His ſad Look he bore, 

Fixt with an ominous Silence on the Floor. 

My Robes I tore; and thus, with Horror, cry'd, 

Lives he? or with one Wound both Hearts muſt bleed ? 

He lives, ſaid he; to which I made him ſwear: 

He {wore by Heav'n, yet 1 retain'd my Fear. 

My Senſe zeturn'd to ask your Deeds; he ſaid, 

That the you'd Bulls of Mar, tu Chains you led: 

The Snakes owa Teeth a Crop of Heroes bore, 

Whilſt a rough native Caſe their Limbs huskt o'er; 
G 4 And 
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And by their own Inteſtine Fury ſlain; 

One Day's ſhort Age compleats their active Reign, 
Again I ask, Do's my dear Jaſon live? 

Such Ebbs and Flows Love's Fears and Hopes do give; 
De fatally proceeds, and with much Art 

Would hide, yet ſhews the Falſeneſs of your Heart, 
Ah, where's your Nuptial Faith, that flatt'ring Stile, 
Love's Torch, more fit to light my Fun'tal Pile! 

i have no lawleſs Plea to Faſon's Love; 

Juno and Hymen our juſt Chaplets wove : 

Ah no! not theſe mild Gods: Erinnys* Hand, 

At our curſt Kites, held her infernal Brand, 

Why to my Lemnes did your Veſlel ſteer? 

Or why, fond Fool, did 1 admit you here? 

Here no bright Ram with golden Glory ſhone, 
Nor was my Lemnos the AÆtean Throne. 

At firſt---- (but Fates all faint Reſolves withſtand) 


I thought t' expel you with a female Hand. 


The Lemnian Ladies are in Arms well skill'd: 
Their Guard has been my Life's ſecureſt Shield. 
Bat in my City, Roof, my Soul receiv'd, 

For two bleſt Years my darling Jaſon liv'd. 

Forc'd the thiid Summer to a ſad Farewel, 

Mixt with his Tears theſe parting Accents fell. 

Do not at our divided Fates repine, 

Thiae J depart, to return ever Thine. 

May. our yet unboin Pledge live long, to prove 
The Object of its Rival Parents Love. 

*Twixt Sighs and Tears, thro' thoſe falſe Gales did pour 
Theſe faiſer Show'rs, till Grief could {peak no more. 
You 
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You were the lait the fatal Arge reach'd, 

Whoſe ſwelling Sails th? o*erhaſty Winds had ſtretch'd · 
The furrowing Keel the Sea's green Surface plow'd: 
You to the Shore, to th' Seas I gazing bow'd. 

In haſte I ran to an adjacent Tow'r: 

My Tears o'er all my Face and Boſom ſhow'r. 
There my wet Eyes my wafted Soul purſue, 

And ev'n beyond their natural Opticks flew. 

A thouſand Vows for your Return 1 made; 

Jou are return'd, and they ſhould now be paid, 

My Vows for curs'd Medea's Triumphs pay! 

My Heart to Grief, my Love to Rage gives way. 
dall 1 deck Temples, and make Altars ſhine, 

for that falſe Man that lives, but lives not mine ' 
never was ſecure. *Twas my long Dread, 

You by your Father's Choice a Greek might Wed, 
To no Greek Bride, t' an unexpected Foe, 

My Wounds I t a Barbarian Harlot owe: 

One who by Spells and Herbs, does Hearts ſurpriſe: 
Nor are her Slaves the Trophies of her Eyes. 
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dne from her Courſe the ſtruggling Moon would hold. 


The Sun himſelf in Magick Shades infold ; 
the curbs the Waves, and ops the rapid Floods, 
And from their Seats removes whole Rocks and Woods, 
With her diſhevell'd Hair the wand'ring Hag 
Does half- burnt Bones from their warm Aſhes drag. 
In molten Wax, tho' abſent, kills by Art, 
Arm'd with her Needle, goars a toxtur'd Heart. 
Nay, what Deſert and Form ſhould only move, 
Dy Thilters the ſecures her Jaſon's Love, 

8 5 How 
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How can you doat on ſuch infernal Charms, 
And ſleep ſecurely in a Syren's Arms! 

You, as the Bulls, ſhe does t' her Yoke ſubdue, 
Aud as ſhe tam'd the Dragon, Conquers you, 
Tho” your great Deeds, and no leſs Race you Boaſt, 
Link'd to that Fiend your ſullied Fame is loſt, 
Nay by the cenſuring World *tis juſtly thought, 
Your Conqueſts by her Sorceries were wrought ; 
And the Phyyxean Ram's Triumphant Oar, 

They ſay, not Jaſen, but Medea bore. 
This Northern Bride your Parents diſapprove; 
Conſult your Duty in your Nobler Love. 
Let ſome wild Scythian her loath'd Bed poſſeſs, 
A Miſtreſs only fit for Savages. 
Jaſon, more falſe, more changeable than Wind, 
Have Vows no Weight, and Oaths no Pow'r to bind? 
Mine you departed: ah, return mine too, 

Let my kind Arms their long-loſt Scenes renew, 
If high Birth, and great Names your Heart can tum, 
Know, Pm the Royal Th, Daughter born, 
Bacchus my Grendiire is, whoſe Bride divine 
All leſſer Conſtellations does out-ſhine. 

{ſy Dow'r Theſe and Fertile Lemnos make, 
All theſe and me, thy Equal Title, take. 
Nay l'm a Mother: A kind Father be, 
And ſoften all the Pains ve born for thee. 
Yes Heav'n with Twins has bleſt our Genial Bed; 
And would you in their Looks their Father read? 
His treach'rous Smiles they are too young to wear, 
In all things elle you'll find your Picture there: 
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rad ſent thoſe Envoys in theſe Letters ſtead, 


Both for their own and Mother's Wrongs to plead, 


Had not their Stepdame's Murthers bid 'em ſtay; 
Too dear a Treaſure for that Monſter's Prey. 


Would her deaf Rage, that rent her Brother's Bones, 


1 


Spare my young Blood, or hear their tender Groans? 


let in your Arms this dearer Traitreſs lies; 
above my Truth, you this falſe Pois'ner prize. 
This mean Adult' rate Wretch was baſely kind; 
Love's ſacred Lamp our chaſte Imbraces join'd 3 
Her Father ſhe betray'd, mine lives by me, 
Lemnos Pride, ſhe Colcho“ Infamy. 

And thus her Guilt my Piety outvics, 


Whilſt with her Crimes her Dow'r your Heart ſhe buys, 


Faiſe Man, 1 biame, not wonder at the Rage 


O'th' Lemnian Dames. Wrongs do all Arms ingage. 


Suppoſe, in Vengeance to your Gui!t, juſt Reav'n 
Had on my Shore the perjur'd Faſon dtiv u; 
Wailſt 1 with my youn; Twins to meet you came, 


And made you call on Rocks to hide your Shame. 


How could you look upon my Sons and Me ? 


Traitor, what Pains, what Death too bad tor thee ? 


perhaps indeed I Faſon had not hurt, 

ut 'tis my Mercy more than his Deſert: 

The tartlot's Blood had ſprinkled all the Place, 
Dat'd in your faithleſs, and once charming Face. 
to IAdedea, ſhould Medea prove: 

and if Fove hears the Pray'rs of injur'd Love, 
May that loath'd Hag, that has my Bed injoy'd, 
bs by my Fate and her own Arts deſitoy'd, 


* 
* 


Lit 


* 
* 


222 | OviD: EISTERS. 


Like me a Mother, and a Wife forlorn, 

Fe from her Raviſh'd Lord and Children torn, 

May her 11 goccen | ropes never laſt, 

But round the World be th' hunted Monſter chac'd, 

Thoſe Dooms her Sire, and murther'd Brother met, 

May ſhe t' her Husband and her Sons repeat. 

Driv'n from the World, let her attempt the Skies, 

*Till in Deſpair by her own Hand ſhe dies. 

Thus wron2'd Thoantius prays, your Lives curſt Rem- 
gant lead, 

An Execrable Pair, in a Deteſted Bed. 
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MEDEA % JASON. 


By Mr. TATE, 


The ARGUMENT. 


aſon arrives with his Companions at Colchos, where 
the Golden Fleece was kept, which before he can 
obtain, he is to undertake ſeveral Adventures; 
firſt to yoke the Wild Bulls, then to ſow the Ser- 
pent*s Teeth; from whence ſhould inſtantly riſe an 
Army, with which he muſt incounter; and laſtly, 
to make kis Paſſage by the Dragon that never 
ſept. In order to this, he ſollicits Medea, Daugh- 
= ter to the King, and skilful in Charms, by whoſe 
=o Aſſiſtance (on Promiſe of Love) he gains the 
4 Prize. Then flies with her; the King purſues 
them, Medea kills her little Brother, ſcatters his 
Limbs, and whilſt the King ftays to gather them 
2 up, eſcapes with her Lover into Theſſaly; where 
De reſtores decrepit Æſon to his Youth. On the 
ne Promiſe perſuades Pelias his Daughters to let 
out their Father's Blood, but deceitfully leaves them 

_ Guilty of Parricide, For this, and other Crimes, 
1 Jaſon caſts her off: Marries Creuſa Daughter to 
© Creon King of Corinth; on which the enrag d 

2 | Medea, 
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Medea, accordiz7 to the various Tranſports of 


ler Paſjin, writes this complaining, ſoothing, and 
menacing Epiſtle, 


ET I found Leiſure, tho* a Queen, to free 

By Magick Arts thy Grecian Friends and thee; 
The Fates ſhou'd then have finiſh'd, with my Reign, 
The Life that ſince was one continu'd Pain. 
Who wou'd have dreamt the Youth of diſtant Greece, 
| Shou'd e'er have ſail'& ro ſeize the Phrygian Fleece 
That th' Argo ſhou'd in View of Colchos Ride! 
A Grecian Army ſtem the Phaſian Tide! 
Why were thoſe Snares, thy Locks, ſo tempting made! 
A Tongue fo falſe, ſo pow'rful to peiſwade! 
No doubt but he that had ſo raſhly ſought 
Our Shore, with the fierce Bulls unſpell'd had fought, 
And fondly too th' Arms-bearing Seed had ſown, 
*Till by the Crop the Tiller were o'erthrown. 
How many Frauds had then expir'd with thee ! 
As many killing Griefs remoy'd from me! 
»Tis ſome Relief, when ill Returns are made, 
With Favours done th' Ingrateful to upbraid 
This Triumph will afford ſome little Eaſe, 
Falſe Fa/on leaves me this---- 

When firſt your doubtful Veſſel reach'd our Port, 
And you had Entrance to my Father's Court; 
There was I then, what now your new Bride's here, 
My Royal Father might with her's compare, 

With Princely Pomp was your Arrival grac'd, 
The meaneſt Greek on Tyrian Beds we plac'd, 
Then 
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Then firſt I gaz'd my Liberty away! 
And date my Ruin from that fatal Day! 
Fate puſht me on, and with your Charms combin'd 
I view'd your ſparkling Eyes 'till I was blind, 
You ſoon perceiv'd, for who eou'd eyer hide 
A Flame that by its own Light is deſcry'd? 
But now that Task's propos'd, and thou muſt tame 
The Bulls with brazen Hoofs, and Breath of Flame. 
wich theſe the fatal Field thou art to Plow, 
From whence a ſudden Hoſt of Foes muſt grow, 
Thoſe Dangers paſt, ſtill to the Golden Prey 
The baleful fiery Dragon guards the Way, Creaſt, 
Thus ſpake the King; your Knights ſtart from the 
And ev'n your Checks a pale Deſpair confeſt. 
Where then was your ador'd Crew/a's Dow'r? 
And where her Father Crean's boaſted Pow'r: 
Sad went'ſt thou forth; my pitying Eyes purſue, 
Lfigh'd, and after ſent a ſoft Adieu! 
u reftleſs Tears I ſpent that tedious Night, 
Preſenting ſtill thy Dangers to my sight; 
The Savage Bulis, and more the Savage Hoſt, 
But th' horrid Serpent did affrigat me moſt ! 
Thus toſt with Fear and Love; (Fear ſwell'd the Flame) 
My Siſter early to my Apartment came; . 
sad and dejected fhe ſurpriz d me there, 
With Eyes difti.livg, and diſhevell'd Hair; 
On your behalf ſte lought me, nor cou'd crave 
My Aid for you, ſo freely as 1 gave! 

A Grove there is, an awful gloomy Shade, 
Too cloſe for ev'u the Sun himſelf t'invade; 

Theſe 
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Theſe Woods with great Diana's Fane was grac'd, 
I'th' midſt the Goddeſs on high Tripods plac'd. 
There (if that Place you can remember yet, 

Who have forgotten me) *twas there we met, 
Then, thus in ſoft deluding Sounds you ſaid- -- 

% Take Picy on our Suff rings, Royal Maid! 

“ Reſt pleas' d, Thou haſt the Pow's to kill, but give 
« Proofs of Diviaer Might, and make us Live! 

&« By out Diſtreſſes (which thy Art alone 

« Has Pow'r to ſuccour.) By th' all-ſecing Sun, 

* By the.chaſte Deity that governs here, 

« And what-e'er elſe you Sacred hold or Dear, 

© Take pity on Our Youth, and bind us ſill 

« Eternal Servants to Medea's Will! 

* And if a Stranger's Form can touch your Mind, 
(If tuch bleſt Fate was e'er for me deſign'd!) 

« This Fleſh to Duſt diſſolve this Spirit to Air, 

« When I think any but Medea Fair. 

« Be conſcious Jane, witneſs to my Vow, 

« And this dread Goddeſs at whoſe Shrine we bow, 
Your charming Tongue ſtopt here, and left the reſt 
To be by yet more pow'rful Tears expreſt. 

I yield---and by my Art inſtru you now, 

To yoke the Braſs-hooft Bulls, and make *cm plow, 
Then with a daring Hand you ſow the Field, 

That for an Harveſt does an Army yield ; 


Ev'n I look pale, that gave the pow'rful Charms, 


To ſee the wond'rous Crop of ſhining Arms! 
*Till th' Earth born Brothers in fierce Battel join'd, 
Their ſudden Lives mote ſuddenly reſigu'd: 
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The Serpent next, a yet more dang'rous Toil, 

With ſcaly Boſom plows the yielding Soil, 

0'crſhades the Field with vaſt expanded Wings, 

and brandiſhes in Air his threatning Stings ! 

Where was Creuſa at this needful Hour? (Don't? 

Where then were her fam'd Charms and matchleſs 

Medea, that Medea, that is now 

Deſpis'd, thought poor, held Guilty too by you, 

Twas ſhe that Charm'd the wakeful Dragon's Sight, 

Cave you the Fleece, and then ſecur'd your Flight: 

To merit you, what cou'd I more have done ? 

My Father I betray, my Country ſhun, 

And all the Hazards of an Exile run! 

Tho', whilſt I yield me thus a Robber's Prize, 

My tender Mother in my Abſenee dies, 8 

And at her Feet my breathleſs Siſter lyes. 

Why left I not my Brother too ?----cold Fear 

Arteſts my Hand, and I muſt finiſh here! 

This Hand that tore the Infant in our Flight, 

What then it dar'd to Act, dreads now to Write. 
To the rough Seas undaunted I repair, 

For after Guilt, what can a Woman fear? 

Why *ſcap'd our Crimes thoſe Seas? we ſhould have 

For Falſhood thou, and 1 for Parricide, (dy'd; 

The juſtling Iſles ſhou'd there have daſh'd our Bones 

And hung us Piece-meal on the ragged Stones; 

Or Scylla gorg'd us in her rav'nous Den, 

Wrong'd S lla thus ſhou'd uſe ingrateful Men! 

charybdis too ſhou'd in our Fate have ſhar'd, 

Nor ought of our ſad Wreck her Whitl pool ſpar'd. 

Yes 
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Yet ſafe we reach your Shore: the Phryziun Fleece I the Man ( 
Is made an Off ing to the Gods of Gree-e. Whoſe Lo\ 
The Pelian Daughters pious Bloody Deed Th ingrate 
I pals, that raſhly made their Father bleed; | tam'd th. 
Your Safety *rwas that drew me to this Fraud: pur for pe 
The Guilt that others Blame, you ſhou'd Applaud! The Drag! 
But 'ſtead of Thanks your Court 1 am forbid ; Bt not tb 
Your {elf forbad me, faithleſs Faſon did! In Love n 
With none but my two Infants 1 depart, ln vain is 
And Faſon's Form that ne'er forſakes my Heax. | ligh the 
At length thy Rev ling Nuptial Songs ſurprize No Sluml 
My wounded Ear, thy Nuptial Torch my Eyes; With Pep. 
The Rabble ſhout, the Clamour nearer drew, And try | 
And as it came more near, more dreadful grew: I only re 
My Servants weep in Corners, and refaſe They fav 
Th' ingrateful Task of ſuca unwelcome News! There. 
I yet forbear © enquire, tho' ſt II my Breaft Perhaps 
The dreadful Apprehenſions did ſuggeſt. To tax | 
My youngeſt Boy now from the Window ſpy'd And ma 
The coming Pomp, ant jocund thus he cry'd, Laugn e 
« Look, Mother, look! ſee where my Father rides, When t! 
With ſhining Reins his Golden Chariot guides, When 
At this, my pale forſaken Breaſt I tore, Su 01d, 
Nor ſpar'd the Face, whoſe Beauties charm no more. If Px 
Alas! what did I fpare, ſcarce cou'd 1 ſpare My jul 
My Honour, ſcarcely thee, cou'd ſcarce forbear Stietch 
To force my Paſlage to thy Chariot now, Such v 
And tear the Garland from thy perjur'd Brow. And t 
Oltended Father, now thy Griefs diſcharge ! My It 


My Brother's Blood is now reveng'd at large. 
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The Man (for whom 1 fled and injur'd thee! 

Whoſe Love ſole Comfort of my Flight cou'd be) 

Th' ingrateful Man has now fortaken me! 

| :am'd the Bulls, and cou'd the Serpent bind, 

But for perfidious Love no Spell can find: 

The Dragon's baleful Fires my Arts ſuppreſt, 

hut not the Flames that rage within my Breaſt, 

In Love my pow'rfull'ſt Herbs ate uſeleſs made, 

In vain is Hecate ſummon'd to my Aid; 

i lizh the Day, the Night in Watches ſpend, 

No Slumbers on my careful Brows deſcend: 

With Peppies Juice in vain my Eyes I ſteep, 

And try the Charm that made the Dragon ſleep, 

I only reap no Profit from my Charms! 

They ſav'd, but ſav'd thee for my Rivals Arms! 

There, *cauſe you know the Theam will grateful be, 

Terhaps y'are fo unjuft t'exclaim on me! 

To tax my Mannets, rally on my Face, 

and make th Adultreſs ſport with my Diſgrace! 

Laugh on, proud Dame; but know thy Fate is nigl» 

When thou ſhalt yet more wretched be than I! 

When wrong'd Medea unteveng'd fits till, 

Sx ord, Flame, and Poiſon, have forgot to Kill, 
If Pray'ts the flinty Faſon's Breaſt can move, 

My juſt Complaint will ſure ſucceſsful prove, 

Stietch'd at thy Feet a ſuppliant Princeſs ſee; 

Such was thy Poſture, when ſhe pity'd thee. 

And tho' a Wife's diſcarded Title fail, 

My Infants ſtill are thine, let them prevail! 


$4 O vin EpisTLESs. 


So much th'are thine, fo much thy Likeneſs beaz, 
Each Look I caſt, is follow'd by a Tear. 

Now by the Gods, by all our paſt Delights, 
By thoſe dear Pledges of our Am'rous Nights, 
Reſtore me to thy Love; I claim my Due; 
Be to my Merit, and thy Promiſe true. 
I ask thee not what J perform'd for thee, 
To ſet me from fierce Bulls and Serpents free 
I only crave thy Love, thy Love reſtore, 
For which I've done ſo much, and ſuffer'd mote. 
Do'ſt thou demand a Dow's? ---*twas paid that Day 
Wnen thou didſt bear the Golden Fleece away: 
Thy Life's a Dow'r, and thy dear Foll'wers Health, 
The Youth of Greece; weigh theſe with Creon's Wealth. 
To me thou ow'ſt that thou art Creon's Heir, 
That now thou liv'fi to call creuſa Fair! 
You've wrong'd me all, and on you all---but hold, 
I form Revenge too mighty to be told! 
My Thoughts are now to ti* utmoſt Ruin beut ! 
Perhaps I ſhall the fatal Rage repent. 
But 0n---for 1 (Whate'er the Miſchief be) 
Shall leſs repent than that I truſted thee ! 
The God alone that Rages in my Breaſt, 
Can ſee the dark Revenge my Thoughts ſuggeſt; 
1 only know *twill ſoon effected be, 
And when it comes, be Vaſt, and Worthy me. 
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Theſeus, the Son of Rgeus, having ſlain the Mi- 
notaur, promiſed to Ariadne the Daughter of Mi- 
nos and Paſiphae, for the Aſſſtance which ſhe 
gave him, to carry her home with him, and make 
her his Wife: So together with her Siſter Phædra 
they went on Board and ſaid to Chios, where 
bring warn d by Bacchus, he left Ariadne, aud 
Married her Siſter Phædra; who afterwards, in 
Theſeus her Husband's Abſence, fell in Love 
with Hippolytus her Son-in-Law, who had wow- 
ed Cœlibacy, and was a Hunter: Wherefore ſince 
ſhe could not conveniently otherwi e, ſhe choſe by 
this Btiſtle to give him an Account of her Paſſing. 


F Thou'rt unkind, I ne'er ſhall Health enjoy; 
Yet much 1 wiſh to thee, my Lovely Boy : 
Read this, and reading how my Soul is ſeiz'd, 
Rather than not, be with my Ruin pleas'd: 
Thus Secrets ſafe to fartheſt Shores may move: 
By Letters Foes converſe, and learn to love, 
Thrice my ſad Tale, as I to tell it try'd, 

Upon my tault'ring Tongue abcrtive dy'd : 
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Long Shame prevail'd, nor could be conquer'd quite 
Fut what I bluſh'd to ſpeak, Love made me write. 
*Tis dang'rous to reſiſt the Pow'r of Love, 

The Gods obey him, and he's King above : 

He clear d the Doubts that did my Mind confound, 
And promis'd me to bring Thee hither bound: 
Oh may he come, and in that Breaſt of thine 

Fix a kind Dart, and make it flame like mine 
Yet of my Wedlock Vows I'll loſe no Cate: 
search back thro' all my Fame, thow lt find it fair, 
But Love long breeding, to worſt Pain does turn; 
Outward unharm'd, within, within 1 burn! 

As the young Bull or Courſer yet untam'd, 

When yok'd or bridl'd firſt, are pinch'd and maim'd, 
So my unpraftis'd Heart in Love can find 

No Reſt, th* unwonted Weight ſo toils my Mind, 
When young, Love's Pangsby Arts we may remoye, 
But in our riper Years with Rage we love. 

To thee I yield then all my dear Renown, 

And pr'ythee let's together be undone, 

Who would not pluck the new-blown bluſhing Roſe: 
Or the ripe Fruit that Courts him as it grows? 
But if my Virtue hitherto has gain'd 

Eſteem for Spotieſs, ſhall it now be ſtain'd? 

Oh in thy Love I ſhall no Hazard run; 

*Tis not a Sin, but when'tis courſely done. 

And now ſhould Jun yield her Fove to me, 

2d quit that Fove, Hippol)tus, for thee: 

Believe me too with ſtrange Deſires 1 change, 
Amongſt wild Beaſts I long with Thee to range, 
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o thy Delights and Delia I encline, 

Make her my Goddeſs too, becauſe ſhe's thine: 
long to know ine Woods, to drive the Deer, 
ard o'er the Mountains Cops my Hounds to chear, 
S2king my Dart; then, the Chace ended, lye 
guete nd on the Grals : And wovld'ſt not thou be by * 
Cft in light Chariots I with Pleaſure ride, 

and love my ſelf the furious steeds to guide. 
Now like a Bacchanal more wild 1 ſtray, 

Or old Cybele's Prieſts, as mad as they 

When under 1da s Hill they Off rings pay: 

Len mad as thoſe the Deities of Night 

and Water, Fawns and Dryads do affright. 

bat fill each little Interval 1 gain, 

Ealily find 'tis Love breeds all my Pain 

date on our Race Love like a Fate does fall, 
And Venrs will have Tribute of us all. 

ore lov'd Europa whence my Father came, 
And, to a Bull transform'd, enjoy'd the Dame: 
i.e, like my Mother, languiſht to obtain, 

ind fill'd-her Womb with Shame as well as Pain: 
The faithleſs Theſeus by my Siſter's Aid 

The Monſter flew, and a ſafe Conqueſt made: 
Now in that Family my Right to ſave, 

lam at laſt on the ſame Terms a Slave; 

Twas fatal to my Siſter, and to me, 

the lov'd thy Father, but my Choice was thee. 
Let Monuments of Triumph then be ſhown 

for two unhappy Nymphs by you undone. 
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when firſt our Vows were to Eleuſis paid, 
Would 1 had in a Cretan Grave been laid; 
*Twas there thou didſt a perfect Conqueſt gain, 
Whilſt Love's fierce Feaver rag'd in ev'ry Vein; 


White was thy Robe, a Garland deck'd thy Head: 


A modeſt Bluſh thy comely Face o'erſpread. 
That Face which may be terrible in Arms, 


But graceful ſeem'd to me, and full of Charms; 


L love the Man whoſe Faſhion's leaſt his Care, 
And hate my Sexes Coxcombs fine and fair; 
For whilſt thus plain thy careleſs Locks let fly, 
Th unpoliſn'd Form is Beauty in my Eye. 

If thou but ride, or ſhake the trembling Part, 
I fix my Eyes, and wonder at thy Art: 

To ſee thee poiſe the Jav'lin, moves Delight, 
And all thou doſt is lovely in my Sight: 

But to the Wouds thy Cruelty reſign, 

Nor treat it with fo poor a Life as mine: 
Muſt cold Diana be ador'd alone; 

Muſt the have all thy Vows, and Venus none! 
That Pleaſure palls if *tis enjoy'd too long; 
Love makes the weary firm, the feeble ſtrong. 
For Cynthia's ſake unbend and eaſe thy Bow; 
Elſe to thy Arm *twill weak and uſeleſs grow. 
Famous was Cephalus in Wood and Plain, 

And by him many a Boar and Pard was (lain, 
Yet to Awrora's Love he did incline, 

Who wiſely left old Age for Youth like thine, 
Under the ſpreading Shades her Am'rous Boy, 
The fair Adonis, Venus cou'd enjoy; 
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Atlenta*'s Love too Meleager ſought, 


And to her Tribute paid of all he caught: 
Be thou and I the next bleſt Sylvan Pair : 


; 
2 Where Love's a Stranger, Woods but Deſatts are. 
Head: With thee, thro' dangerous Ways unknown before, ; 
[11 cove, and fearleſs face the dreadful Boar. ; 
Between two Seas a little 1fhmus lies, | 
Where on each Side the beating Billows riſe, 
ms: , 
_ There in Trazena 1 thy Love will meet, 
TY More bleſt and pleas'd than in my Native creet. | 
; As we could wiſh, Old Theſeus is away | 
fy, At Theſſaly, where always let him ſtay | 
With his Perithous, whom well I ſee e 
” preferr'd above Hippelytus or me. 
Nor he has only thus expreſt his Hate ; 
" We both have ſuffer'd Wrongs of mighty Weight: 
My Brother firſt he crue}ly did ſlay, 
Then from my Siſter falfly ran away; 
And left expos'd te ev'ry Beaſt a Prey: 
A warlike Queen to thee thy Being gave, 
55 A Mother worthy of a Son ſo brave, 
From cruel Theſeus yet her Death did find, 
8. Nor tho' ſhe gave him thee, could make him kind, 
Unwedded too he Murther'd her in ſpight, 
we To Baſtardize, and Rob thee of thy Right : 
And if, to wrong thee more, two Sons I've brought, 
Dy Believe it his, and none of Phedra's Fault: | 
Rather, thou faireſt Thing the Earth contains, j 
ne. wich at firſt Vad dy'd of Mother's Pains : 
, | 
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How can'ſt thou rey*rence then thy Father's Bed, 
From which himſelf ſo abjectly is fled? 

The Thought aftrights not me, but me inflames; 
Mother and Son are Notions, very Names 

Of worn out Piety, in faſhion then 

When old dull Saturn rul'd the Race of Men: 
But braver Fove taught Pleaſure was no Sin, 
And with his Siſter did himſelf begin. 

Nearneſs of Blood, and Kindred beſt we prove, 
When we expreſs it in the cloſeſt Love. 

Nor need we fear our Fault ſhoald be reveal'd; 
*Tw1ill under near Relation be conceal'd, 


And all who hear our Loves, with Praiſe ſhall crown 


A Mother's Kindneſs to a grateful Son. 

No need at Midnight in the Dark to ſtray, 

T* unlock the Gates, and cry, My Love, this Way, 
No buſie Spies our Pleaſures to betray. 

But in one Houſe, as heretofore, we'll live, 

In publick Kiſſes take; in publick, give: 

Tho' in my Bed thou'rt ſeen, *twill gain Applauſe 


From all, whilft none have Senſe to gueſs the Cauſe: 


Only make haſte, and let this League be ſign'd; 
So may my Tyrant Love to thee be kind. 
For this I am an humble Suppliant grown; 
Now where ate all my Boaſts of Greatneſs gone? 
ſwore I ne'er wauld yield, reſolv'd to fight, 
Deceiv'd by Love, that's ſeldom in the right: 
Now on my own I crawl, to claſp thy Knees; 
what's decent 30 true Lover cares or ſees; 
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tame, like a beaten Soldier, leaves the Place, 

But Beauty's Bluſhes ſtill are in my Face. 

Forgive this fond Confeſſion which I make, 

And then ſome Pity on my Suff*rings take? 

What though *midft Seas my Father's Empire lies? 

Tho? my great Grandſire Thunder from the Skies? 

What though my Father's Sire in Beams dreſt gay 

Drives round the burning Chariot of the Day? 

Their Honour all in me to Love's a Slave, 

Then tho' thou wilt not me, theic Honour ſave : 

Fove's famous Iſland, Creet, in Dow's I'll bring, 

And there ſhall my Hippolytus be King: 

For Venus“ ſake then hear and grant my Pray'ts 

So may'ſt thou never Love a ſcornful Fair; 

In Fields ſo may Diana grace thee till, 

And ev'ry Wood afford thee Game to kill; 

So may the Mountain Gods and Fayrs all 

Be kind, ſo may the Boar before thee fall. 

So may the Water-Nymphs in Heat of Day, 

Though thou their Sex deſpiſe, ti; Thirſt allay. 

Millions of Tears to theſe my Pray'rs I join, 

Which as thou read'ſt with thoſe dear Eyes of thine, 

Think that thou ſeeſt the Streams that flow from 
mine, 
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The ARGUMENT. 


KEneas, the Son of Venus and Anchiſes, having, « 
the Deſtruction of Troy, ſaved his Gods, his Fa. 
ther and Son Aſcanius from the Fire, put to Ses 
with twenty Sail of Ships, and having been low 
toſt with Tempeſis, was at laſt caſt upon the Shore 
of Libya, where Queen Dido, (fing from the 
Cruelty of Pygmahon her Brother, who had 
killed ber Husband Sichzus,) had lately buil 
Carthage. She entertained Æneas ard his Fleet 
with great Civility, fell paſſionately in Love with 
him, and in the End denied him not the laſt Fa. 
vours. But Mercury admomſhing Eneas to go 
in ſearch of Italy, (a Kingdom promiſed to him 
by the Gods) he readily prepared to Obey hin, 
Dide ſoon perceived it, and having in vain tryd 
all other Means to ingage him to ftay, at laſt i 
Deſpair writes to him as ſollows. 


O, on Mæander's Banks, when Death is nigh, 
The mournful Swan fings her own Elegy. 
Not that I hope, (for oh, that Hope were vain!) 
By Words your loſt Affection te regain ; 
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But having loſt whate er was worth my Care, 
Why ſhould 1 fear to loſe a dying Pray't? 
is then reſoly'd poor Dido muſt be left, 
of Life, of Honour, and of Love bereft ! 
While you, with looſen'd Sails, and Vows, prepare 
To ſeek a Land: that flies the Searchers Care. 
Nor can my riſing Tow'rs your Flight reſtrain, 
Nor my new Empire, offer'd you in vain. 
Built Walls you ſhun, unbuilt you ſeek; that Land 
Is yet to- Conquer; but you this Command. 
Suppoſe you landed where your Wiſh defign'd, 
Think what Reception Foreigners would find. 
What People is ſo void of common Senſe, 
To vote Succeſſion from a Native Prince? 
Yet there new Scepters and new Loves you ſeek ;. 
New Vows to. plight, and plighted Vows to break. 
When will your Tow'rs the height of Carthage know? 
Or when your Eyes diſcern ſuch. Crowds below? 
If ſuch a Town, and Subjects you cou'd ſee, 
Still wou'd you want a Wife who loy'd like me. 
For, oh, I burn, like Fires with Incenſe bright; 
Not holy Tapers flame with purer Light : 
eAneas is my Thoughts perpetual Theme: 
Their daily longing, and their nighily Dream. 
Yet he's ungrateful and obdurate ſtill: 
Fool that 1 am to place my Heart ſo ill! 
My ſelf LI cannot to my ſelf reſtore: 
stil! 1 complain, and till 1 love him more. 
Have Pity,. Cupid, on my bleeding Heart, 
And piexce thy Brother's with an equal Dart. 

H 3 1. 
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1 rave: Nor canft thou Venn: Offspring be, 
Love's Mother cou'd not bear a Son like thee, 
From harden'd Oak, or from a Rock's cold Womb, 
At leaſt thou art from ſome fierce Tygreſ3 come, 
Or, on rough Seas, from their Foundation torn, 
Got by the Winds, and in a Tempeſt born: 
Like that which now thy trembling Sailors fear: 
Like that, whoſe Rage ſhould ſtill detain thee here. 
Behold how high the Foamy Billows ride ! 
The Winds and Waves are on the juſter ſide 
To Winter Weather and a ſtormy Sea 
I'll owe, what rather I wou'd owe to thee. 
Death thou deſerv'ſt from Heav'ns avenging Laws; 
But l'm unwilling to become the Cauſe. 
To fun my Love, if thou wilt ſeek thy Fate, 
»Tis à dear Purchafe, and a coſtly Hate. | 
Stay bur a little, 'till the Tempeſt ceaſe, 
And the loud Winds ate lull'd into a Peace. 
May all thy Rage, like theirs; unconſtant prove! 
And fo it will, if there be Pow'r in Love. 
Know'ſt thou not yet what Dangers Ships ſuſtain? 
so often wreck' d, how dar 'ſt thou tempt the Main? 
Which, wete it ſmooth, were ery Wave aſleep, 
Ten thouſand Forms of Death are in the Deep. 
In that Abyſs the Gods their Vengeanice' ſtore, 
For broken Vows of thoſe who falſely fwore. 
Their winged Storms on Sea-born Venks wait, 
To vindicate the Juſtice of her State. 
Thus, 1 to thee the Means of Safety ftiow: 
And, loft my ſelf, would ſtill preſerve my Foe, | 
J Falle 
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Falſe as thou art, I not thy Death deſign; 

O rather live, to be the Cauſe of mine! 

chou'd ſome avenging Storm thy Veſſel tear, 

(But Heav'n forbid my Words ſhou'd Omen bear,) 

Then, in thy Face thy perjur'd Vows would fly; 

And my wrong'd Ghoſt be preſent to thy Eye. 

With threatning Looks, think thou behold'ſt me ſtare, 

Gaſping my Mouth, and clotted all my Hair 

Then ſhou'd fork'd Lightning and red Thunder fall; 

What coud | thou ſay, bat I deſetv'd 'em all? 

Leſt this ſhould happen, make not haſte away, 

To fhun the Danger will be worth thy Stay. 

Have Pity on thy Son, if not on me: 

My Death alone is Guilt enough for thee. 

What has his Youth, what have thy Gods deſetv'd, 

To fink in Seas, who were from Fires preſecy'd? 

But neither Gods nor Parent didſt thou bear, 

(Smooth Stories all, to pleaſe a Woman's Ear) 

Falle was the Tale of thy Romantick Life; 

Nor yet. am I thy firſt deluded Wife. 

Leſt to purſuing Foes Crew/a ſtay'd, 

8y thee, baſe Man, forſaken and betray' d. 

This, when thou told'ſt me, ſtruck my tender Heart, 

That ſuch Requital follow'd- ſuch: Deſert. 

Nor doubt 1 but the Gods, for Crimes like theſe, 

Sev'n Winters kept thee wandiing on the Seas. 

Thy ſtarv'd Companions, caſt a-fhore, I fed, 

Thy (elf admitted to my Crown and Bed. 

To harbour Strangers, ſuccour the Diſtreſt, 

Was kind enough; but oh too kind the reſt! __ ... 
. Ha uit 
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Curit be the Cave which firſt my Ruin brought; 
Where, fromthe Storm, we common Shelter ſought ! 
A dreadful Howling echo'd round the Place: 

The Mountain Nymphs, thought I, my Nuptials grace, 
I thought ſo then, but now too late I know 

The Furies yell'd my Fun'rals from below, 

O Chaſtity and violated Fame, 

Exact your Dues to my dead Husband's Name! 

By Death redeem my Reputation loſt; 

And to his Arms reſtore my guilty Ghoſt. 

Cloſe by my Palace, in a gloomy Grove, 

Is rais'd a Chapel to my Murder'd Love; 

There, wreath'd with Boughs and Wool, his Statue 
The pious Monument of artful Hands: (ſtands, 
Laſt Night, methought he call'd me from the Dome, 
And thrice with hollow Voice, cry'd, Dido, come. 
She comes; thy Wife thy lawful Summons hear; 
Bur comes more ſlowly, clogg'd with conſcious Fear, 
Forgive the Wrong 1 offer'd to thy Bed, 

Strong were his Chatms, who my weak Faith miſ-led, 
His Goddeſs Mother, and his aged Sire, 

Born on his Back, did to my Fall conſpre. 

O ſuch he was, and is, that were he true, 
Without a Bluſh 1 might his Love purſue. 

But cruel Stars my Birth-day did attend: 

And as my Fortune open'd, it muſt end, 

My plighted Lord was at the Altar ſlain, 

Whoſe Wealth was made my bloody Brother's Gain: 
Friendleſs, and follow'd by the Murd'ter's Hate, 

To Foteigu Countries I remov'd my Fate; 
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And here, a Suppliant, from the Natives Hands, 

bought the Ground on which my City ſtands. 

With all the Coaſt that ſtretches to the Sea; 

Ev'n to the friendly Port that ſhelter'd thee : 

Then rais'd theſe Walls, which mount into the Air, 

At once my Neighbours Wonder, and their Fear. 

For now they Arm; and round me Leagues are made, 

My ſcarce eftabliſh'd Empire to invade. 

To Man my new-built Walls 1 muſt prepare, 

An helpleſs Woman, and unskill'd ia War. 

Tet thouſand Rivals to my Love pretend ; 

And for my Perſon, would my Crown defend: 

Whoſe jarring Votes in one Complaint agree, 

That each unjuſtly is diſdain'd for thee, 

To Proud Hyarbas give me up a Prey; 

(for that muſt follow, if thou go'ſt away) 

Or to my Husband's Murd'rer leave my Life; 

That to the Husband he may add the Wite. 

Gothen; ſince no Complaints can move thy Mind: 

Go, pexjur'd Man, but leave thy Gods behind. 

Touch not thoſe Gods by whom thou ar forſworn : 

Who. will in impious Hands no more be born. 

Thy Sactilegious Worſhip they diſdain, 

And rather wou'd the Grecian Fires ſuſtain, 

rerhaps my greateſt Shame is ſtill to come, 

And Part of thee lies hid within my Womb, 

The Babe unbora muſt pexiſh by thy Hate, 

And periſh guiltleſs in his Mother's Fate. 

zome God, thou ſ{ay'fi, thy Voyage does command; 

Wou'd the ſame God had bartr'd tee from my Land. 
8 The 
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The ſame, I doubt not, thy Departure ſtee rs, 

Who kept thee out at Sea ſo many Years. 

Where thy long Labours were a Price ſo great, 

As thou to puichaſe Troy would'ſt not fepeat. 

But Tyber now thou ſeek'ſt; to be at beſt, 

When there arriv'd, a poor precarious Gueſt, 

Yet it deludes thy Search: Perhaps it will 

To thy Old Age lye undiſcover'd ſtill. 

A ready Crown and Wealth in Dow's I bring, 


And without conqu'ring, here thou art a King. 
Here thou to Carthage may'ſt transfer thy Troy; 


Here young Aſcanius may his Arms imploy ; 
And, while we live ſecure in ſoft Repoſe, 
Bring many Laurels home from conquer'd Foes, 
By cupid's Arrows, I adjure thee ftay ; 

By all the Gods, Companions of thy Way. 

So may thy Trojans, who ate yet alive, 

Live fill, and with no future Fortune ſtrive: 
So may thy Youthful Son old Age attain, 

And thy dead Father's Bones in Peace remain: 
As thou haſt Pity on unhappy me, 

Who know no Crime, but too much Love of thee. 
I am not born from fierce Achilles? Line, 

Nor did my Parents againſt Troy combine : 

To be thy Wife, if I unworthy prove, 

By ſome inferior Name admit my Love. 

To be ſecur'd of ſtill poſſeſſing thee, 

What wou'd 1 do, and what wou'd 1 not be. 
Our Libyan Coaſts their certain Seaſons knows 
When free from Tempeſts Faſſengers nay go. 
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But now with Northern Blaſts the Billows roar, 
And drive the floating Sea-Weed to the Shoar, 
Leave to my Care the Time to fail away; 

When ſafe, I will not fuffer thee to ſtay. 

Thy weary Men wou'd be with Eaſe content; 
Their Sails are tatter'd, and their Maſts are ſpent, 
If by no Merit I thy Mind can move, 

What thou deny'ſt my Metit, give my Love. 

Stay, 'till I learn my Loſs to undergo; 

And give me Time to ſtruggle with my Woe, 

if not: Know this, I will not ſuffer long, 

My Life's too loathſome, and my Love too ſtrong 
Death holds my Pen, and dictates what I ſay, 
While croſs my Lap the Trojan Sword I lay. 

My Tears low down; the harp Edge cuts their Flood, 
And drinks my Sorrows, that muſt drirk my Blood. 
How well thy Gift does with my Fate agree! 

Ay Fun'ral Pomp is cheaply made by thee, 

To no new Wounds my Beſom 1 diſplay: - 


The Sword but enters where Love made the Way. | 


zut thou, dear Sifter, and yet dearer Friend, 

31alt my cold Aſhes to theit Urn attend. 

Sichaws? Wife, let not the Marble boaſt, 

loſt that Title when my Fame I loſt, 

This fort Inſcription only let it bear, 

«© Unkappy Dido lyes in Quiet here. 

'« The Cauſe of Death, and Sword by which me dy d 
eas gave The teſt hex Arm ſupply'd. 
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By another Hand. 


O in unwonted Notes, wken ſure to die 

The mournful Swan ſings her own Elegy 
1 do not hope by this to change my Fate, : 
Since Heay n and you are both reſoly'd to hate: 
Robb'd of my Honour, tis no Wonder no 
That you diſdain me when 1 meanly ſue ; 8 
Deaf to my Pray'rs, that you reſolve to 4 
And leave th' unhappy you have . ſo 
You and your Love, the Winds away muſt "OR 
Forgot is all that you ſo oft did ſwear: : 
With cruel Haſte to diſtant Lands you fly 
Yet know not whole they are, nox where he lye 
On Carthage and its riſing Walls you "Sg 5 
And ſhun a Scepter, which is now your —_ 
All you have gain'd, you proudly do comena | 
And fondly ſeek a fancy'd Diadem. 
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and fhould you reach at leaſt this promis'd Land, 
Who'll give its Power into a Stranger's. Hand? 
Another ealie Dido do you ſeek; 

And new Occaſions new-made Vows to break? 
When can. you Walls like ours of. Carthage build, 
And ſee your Streets with Crowds of Subjects fill'd? 
But tho? all this ſucceeded to your Mind, 

So true a Wife no Search could ever find. 

Scorch'd up with Love's fierce Fire my Life does 
Like Incenſe on the flaming Altar caſt; (waſte, 
All Day «/£neas walks before my Sight, 
ju all my Dreams 1 fee him ev'ry Night: 

But ſee him till ingrateful as before, 

And ſuch as, if 1 could, 1 ſhould abhor. 

But the ſtrong Flame burns on againſt my Will, 
call him Falſe, but love the Traitor fill, 

Goddeſs of Love, thee all the World adore! 
And ſhall thy Son light thy Almighty Pow'r? 

His Brother's ſtubborn Soul Jet cid move, 

Teach me to hate, or him to merit Love! 

But the Impoſtor his high Birth did feign, 

(Tho' to that Tale his Face did Credit gain,) 

He was not born of Venus, who could prove 

So crue}, and ſo faithleſs in his Love. 

From Rocks or Mountains he deriv'd his Birth“ 

Fierce Wolves or Savage Tygers brought him forth! 

Or elſe he ſprung from the Tempeſtuous Main, 

To which ſo eagetly he flies again, 

How dreadful the contending Waves appear, | 

Theſe winter Storms by force would keep you here. 
The 
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The Storms are kinder, and the Winds more true! 
Let me owe them, what I would owe to you 
Tou'll ſhew your Hatred at too dear a Rate 

If to fly me, you run on certain Fite. 

Stay only 'till theſe raging Tempeſts ceaſe 

And breeding Halcyons all my Fears mica 

Then you perhaps may change your cruel Mind 
And will learn Pity from the Sea and Wind | 
Are you not warn'd by all you've felt and ſoon d 
And will you tempt the faithleſs Floods again 
Tho' *twere calm now, it wou'd not long be ſo; 
Think, to what diſtant Countries you would Ss 
There's not one God who will that Veſſel vieſs 
Which Lies, and Frauds. and Perjuries op wy 
The Sea let ev'ry faithleſs Lover fear, : 


The Queen of Love roſe thence, and Govyerns there 


Still the dear Cauſe of all my [ls I love 

And my laſt Words Heav'n for your Safety move 
That your falſe Flight may not as fatal be TY 
To you, as your diſſembled Love to me. 

But in the Storm, when the huge Billows roul 
(Thi unlucky Omen may kind Heav'n ta | 
Think what diſtracting Thoughts will fill — 
Tou I then remember ev'ry broken eee + 
With Horror think on Murder'd Did» as 

wy Ghoſt all pale and ghaſtly tall be hae 
With mortal Wounds ſtill bleeding 11! 8 
Then you will own what to ſuch Crimes i the 
And think each Flaſh of Lightning aim'd at . 
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Your cruel Flight till the next Calm delay, 
Your quiet Paſſage will reward your Stay, 
beg not for my ſelf, but do not join 
The Guilt of your Aſcanins* Death to mine. 
What has your Son, what have your Gods defery'd 5 
For a worſe Fate were they from Flames preſery'd? 
But ſure you neither ſay'd them from the Fire, 
Nor on your Shoulders bore your aged Site; 
But did contrive that Story, to deceive 
A Queen, fo fond, ſo willing to believe. 
Tour ready Tongue told many a pleaſing Lie, 
Nor did it ptactiſe firſt theſe Cheats on me. 
Tou by like Atts did fair Creuſa gain, 
And then forſook her with a like Diſdain, 
I've wept to hear you tell that Lady's Fate, 
My ſelf now juſtly more unfortunate, 
'Tis to revenge theſe Crimes the Gods engage, 
And make you wander out your wretched Ape, 
A Ship-wrack'd Wretch I kindly did receive, 
My Wealth and Crown to Hands unknown did giye, 
Had 1 ſtopp'd there, 1 had been free from Shame, 
And had not ſtain'd my clear and ſpotleſs Fame, 
Heav'n to betray my Honour did comply, 
When Thunder and black Clouds fill'd all the Sky, 
And made us to the fatal Shelter fly, 
The Furies howl'd, and dire Preſages gave, 
And ſhrieking Nymphs forfook the guilty Caye. 
1 cannot live that Crime torments me ſo, 
Let full of Shame to my Sichast go. 
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In a fair Temple built by skilful Hands 

A Sacted Image of Sichaus ſtands; ; 

With ſnowy Fleeces dreſt, and Garlands erown*d 
From thence of late I've. heard a diſmal Sound ] 
Four times he call'd me with a hollow Voice | 
My looſen'd Joints ſtill trembled at the Noiſe ! 
"ay deareſt Lord, your Summons I obey, | 

Tis Shame to meet you makes this ſhort Dela 

er {ich a Tempter might the Crime Kong 

His Heav'nly Race, and all his ſolemn Yo 1. 
The beſt of Fathers, the moſt pious Son! fu 
Who could ſuſpect, He, who ſuch Things had d 
So well had ated all the Parts of Life, RY 
Could have. betray'd a Princeſs and a Wife? 
Had he not wanted Faith, your ſelf muſt o | 

He had deſerv'd to fill my Bed and "$4 # 
In my firſt Youth what Cares diſturb d my Pea 
And my Misfortunes with my Years increaſ; 4 | 
My Husband's Blood was by my Brother ſ. i 
And Rill his Wealth rewards the RE e — il 
Thro Ways unknown a dang'rous Flight ] - A 
His Aſhes and my Native Soil forſake; ih 
Here ſhelter'd from my Brother's . 
1 bought this Kingdom, which I gave 4 the 

My City did in Glory daily raiſe, my 
Which all my Neighbours ſaw.with envious Eyes 
And Force againſt unfiniſh'd Walls prepare 5 
Threat'ning a helpleſs Woman with a War 
Thoſe many Kings, who did my Bed dete, 

Now to revenge their flighted Love gon! vire, 
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Go on, my People are at your Command, 
Give me up bound to ſome fierce Rival's Hand: 
Aſſiſt my cruel Brother's black Deſign ; 
Drunk with Sichews* Blood, he thirſts for mine: 
But then pretend to Piety no more, 
The falſe and perjur'd all the Gods abhor. 
Ev nthoſe you ſnatch'd from Troy's devouring Flame 
Are griey'd that from ſuch Hands their Safety came. 
A growing Infant in my Womb you leave, 
Of your whole ſelf, you cannot me bereaye, 
You kill not Dido only, if you go, 
The guiltleſs and unborn you murder too; 
With me a new unknown Aſcaniu, dies, 
Tho' deaf to mine, yet think you hear his Cries. 

But 'tis the God commands, and you obey : 
Ah! would that he who now forbids your Stay, 
Had never led your ſhatter'd Fleet this way ! 
And now this God commands you out again 
T' endure another Winter on the Main! 
Scarce Troy reſtor'd to all her Ancient State, 
Were worth the ſecking at ſo dear a rate. 
Ceaſe then thro' ſuch vaſt Dangers to purſue 
A Place, which, but in Dreams, you never knew : 
In ſearch of which you your beſt Years may waſte, 
And come a Stranger. there, and old at laſt, 
see at your Feet a willing People lies, 
And do not offer'd Wealth and Pow'r deſpiſe, 
Fix here the Reliques of unhappy Trey, 
And in ſoft Peace, all you have ſay'd enjoy. 
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But if new Dangers your great Soul deſires, 


And meet your Love by a leſs glorious Name. « That 1 
1 know the Dangers of this ſtormy Coaſt, « But by 

How many Ships have on our Shelves been loſt. * 

Theſe Winds have driv'n the floating Sea - Weed ſo, 

That your intangled Veſſel cannot go. 

Do not attempt to put to Sea in vain, 

Tilt happier Gales have clear'd your Way again. 

Truſt me to watch the calming of the Sea, 

You ſhall not then, tho? you delir'd it, ſtay. 

Beſides, your weary Seamen Reſt delire, 

And your torn Fleet new Rigging does require. 

By all 1 ſuffer, all I've done for you, 

Some little Reſpite to my Love allow. 


If thirſt of Fame your Sen's young Breaſt inſpires, r. 2 

You'll frequent Tryals here for Valour find; 80 _ = 

Our Neighbours are as rough as we are kind, on 7 no 

ö By your dear Father's Soul I beg your Stay, Your Sword 
By the kind Gods who hither bleſt your Way, 0 And by it, 

N And by your Brother's Dart, which all obey! Already Rt: 
W So may white Conqueſt on your Troops attend, it mortly 
7 And all your long Misfortunes here take end. You never 
4 So with his Years may your Son's Hopes increaſe, » rwill ſoc 
N So may Anchiſes* Aſhes reſt in Peace. But this p 
F Some Pity let a ſuppliant Princeſs move, Slain by! 
iy Whoſe only Fault was an Exceſs of Love. Dear guil 
14 I am not ſprung from any Grecian Race, The laſt | 
1 None of my Blood did your lov'd Trey deface. But do ne 
1 Tet if your Pride think ſuch a Wife a Shame Much wa 
We P11 ſacrifice my Honour to my Flame, ; „ Of fall 
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Time and calm Thoughts may teach me how to bear 
That Loſs, which now alas 'tis Death to hear, 

But you reſolve to force me to my Grave, 

And ate not far from all that you would have. 
Your Sword before me, whilſt I write, does lye, 
And by it, if I write in vain, I die. 

Already ſtain'd with many a falling Tear, 

It ſhortly hall another Colour wear. 

You never could an apter Preferr make, 

'rwill ſoon, the Life you made vneafie, take. 

But this poor Breaſt has felt your Wounds: before; 
slain by your Love, your Steel has now no Pow's 
Dear guilty Siſter, do not you deny 

The laſt kind Office to my Memory; 

But do not on my Fun'ral Marble join, 

Much wiong'd Sichaus Sacred Name with mine/ 

© Of falfe Ana let the Stone complain; 

« That Dido could not bear his fierce Diſdain, 

« Bur by his Sword, and herown Hand was ſlain, 
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BRISEIS ro ACHILLES. 


By Sir 70 HN CAR TI. 


The ARGUMENT. 


the War of Troy, Achilles having taken ard 
ſfack'd Chryneſium, a Town in the Lyrneſian 
Country, amongſt his other Booty he took two very 
fair Women, Chryſeis and Briſeis: Chryſeis he 
Preſented to King Agamemnon, and Briſeis he 
reſerv d for himſelf. Agamemnon, after ſome 
time, was. forced by the Oracle ta reſtore Chryſeis 
ro her Father, who was one of the Prieſts of Apol- 
lo: Whereupon the King by Violence took away 
Briſeis from Achilles; at which Achilles incenſt 
left the Camp of the Grecians, and prepared to 
ſail home; in whoſe Abſence the Trojans prevail- 
mg upon the Grecians, Agamemnon was com- 
pelld to ſend Ulyſſes and others to offer him rich 
Preſents, and Briſeis, that he would return again 


is the Army: But Achilles with Diſdain rejected 


them all. This Letter therefore is written by Bri- 
ſeis, to move him that he would receive her, and 
return to the Grecian Camp. 


[Wrong, 
More by her Blots, than Words, ſets forth her 
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And yet theſe Blots, which by my Tears are made, 
Above all Words, or Writing, ſhould perſuade. 
Subjects ( know) muſt not their Lords accuſe; 
Yet Pray'rs and Tears we lawfully may uſe. 

When raviſh'd from your Arms, I was the Prey 
Of Agamemnon's Arbitraty Sway; 

I grant, you muſt at laſt have left the Field, 

But for a Lover, you too ſoon did yield: 

A Warrtior's Glory it muſt needs diſgrace, 

At the firſt Summons to yield up the Place. 

The Enemies themſelves, no leſs than 1, 

Stood wond'ring at their eaſie Victory: 

I ſaw their Lips in Whiſpers ſoftly move, 

Is this the Man ſo fam'd for Arms, and Love? 
Alas! Achilles, tis not ſo we part 

From what we love; and what is near our Heart, 
No healing Kiſſes to my Grief you gave, 

You turn'd me off an unregarded Slave, 

Was it your Rage, thai did your Love ſuppreſs? 
Ah, love Briſeis more, and hate Atrides leſs ! 
He is not born of a true Hero's Race, 

Who lets his Fury of his Love take place. 

Tygers and Wolves can fight, Love is the Teſt, 
Diſtinguiſhing the Hero from the Beaſt, 

Alas! when 1 was from your Bo ſom forc'd, 

I felt my Body from my Soul divorc'd ; 

A deadly Paleneſs overſpread my Face; 

Sleep left my Eyes, and to my Tears gave place: 
| tore my Hair, and did my Death decree ; 

Ah! learn to patt with what you love, from me. 


A 
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A bold Eſcape I often did eſſay, 

But Greeks, and Trojans too, block'd up the Way: 

Yet tho' a tender Maid could not break thro, 

Methinks Achilles hould not be ſo flow: 

Achilles, once the Thunderbolt of War, 

The Hope of conqu'ting Greece, and Troy's Deſpair, 

Me in his Rival's Arms can he behold? 

And is his Courage with his Love grown cold? 

But I confeſs, that my negleted Charms 

Did not delerve the Conqueſt of your Arms; 

Therefore the Gods did, by an eaſier Way, 

Our Wrongs attone, and Damages repay : 

Ajax with Phenix and ves bring 

Humble Submiſhons from their haughty King: 

The Royal Penitent rich Preſents ſends, 

The ſtrongeſt Cement to piece broken Friends. 

When Pray'rs well ſeconded with Gifts are ſent, 

Both mortal and immortal Pow'rs relent, 

Twenty bright Veſſels of Corinthian Braſs, 

Their Sculpture did the cofily Mine ſurpaſs; 

Seven Chairs of State of the fame Art and Mold, 

And twice five Talents of perſuaſive Gold; 

Twelve fiery Steeds of the Epirian Breed, 

Matchleſs they are for Beauty, and for Speed; 

Six Lesbian Maids (but theſe I well cou'd ſpare) 

Their Iſland ſack'd, theſe were the Gen'ral's ſhare; 

And laſt a Bride, (ah! tell 'em 1 am thine) 

At your own Choice out of the Royal Line: 

With theſe they offer me: But might 1 chuſe, 

You ſhould take me, and all their Gifts refuſe : 
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But me and thoſe you ſullenly reject; | ! 10 « 
What have I done, to merit this Neglect! * 
Is it that you, and Fortune jointly vow, 

Whom you make Wretched, ſtill to keep them fo ? 

Your Arms my Counttiy did in Aſhes lay, 

My Houſe deſtroy, Brothers and Husband lay. 

It had been Kindneſs to have kill'd me too, 

Rather than kill me with Unkindneſs now. 

With Vows, as faithleſs as your Mother Sea, 

You loudly promis'd, that you would to me 

Country, and Brothers, and a Husband be, 

And is it thus that you perform your Vow, 

Ev'n with a Dowiy to reject me too? 

Nay, Fame reports, that with the next fair Wind, 

Leaving your Honour, Faith, and Me behind, 

You quit our Coaſts: Before that fatal Hour, 

May Thunder ftrike me, or kind Earth devour! 

I all Things, but your Abſence, can endure ! 


That's a Diſeaſe, which Death muſt only cure. 
If to Achaia you will needs return, 

Leaving all Greece your ſullen Rage to mourn, 
Place me but in the Number of your Train, 
And 1 no ſervile Office will diſdain: 

If I'm deny'd the Honour of your Bed, 

Let me at leaſt be as your Captive led: 
Rather than baniſh'd from your Family, 

1 will endure another Wife to ſee; 

A Wife, to make the great Aacian Line, 
Like Starry Heav'n, as numerouſly ſhine ; 
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That ſo your ſpreading Progeny may prove 
Worthy of Thetis, and their Grandfire Jove. 

Let me on her an humble Handmaid wait, 

On her, becauſe to you ſhe does relate. 

I fear (1 know aot why) that ſhe may be, 

Than to her other Maids, more harſh to me: 

But you are bound to guard your Conquer'd Slave, 

And to maintain the Articles you gave: 

Yet ſhould you yield to. her imperious Sway, 

Do what you will, but turn me not away. 

But why ſhould you depart? the King repents; 
The Grecian Army wants you in their Tents : 
You conquer all, conquer your Pailion too; 

Or elſe with Hefor, you will Greece undo. 

Take Arms (acides) but firſt take me, 

Your juſter Rage let routed Trojans ſee. 

For me begun, for me your Anger end; 

The Fault 1 caus'd, let me have Pow'r to mend. 
In this to me you may witk Honour yield, 
Rul'd by his Wife, Oenides took the Field. 

His Mother's ſacred Curſes him diſarm'd, 
Rul'd by his Wife's more pow'rful Spells uncharm'd 
His Armour once put off, he buckles on, 

And fights and conquers for his caliden: 

That happy Wife prevail'd, why ſhould not 1? 
But you that Title, and my Pow'r deny : 

Title, and Pow'r, and all ambitious Strife 
Of being call'd your Miſtreſs, or your Wife, 

I quietly lay down; but 1 muſt have 
This Claim allow'd, to be your faithful Slave. 
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1 by thoſe dread, ill-cover'd Aſhes ſwear, 
(Alas their Tomb Lyrweſian Ruins ate) 
Of my dead Spouſe, and by each ſacred Ghoſt 
Of my three Brothers honourably loſt, 
Who for, and with their Country bravely fell; 
By all that's awful both in Heav'n and Hell : 
And laſt of all, by thine own Head, and mine, 
Whom Love, tho? parted now, did ſometimes join, 
That I preſerve my Faith entire and chaſte, 
That I no foreign Love, or Pleaſure taſte : 
That no Aſperſion can my Honour touch; 
O! that Achilles too could ſay as much! 
Some think he mourns for me; But others ſay, 
In Love's ſoft Joys he melts his Hours away; 
That ſome new Miſtreſs with Circean Charms 
Has lockt him up in her laſcivious Arms, 
And fo transform'd from what he was before, 
That he will fight for Greece or me no more. 
The Trumpet now to the ſoft Lute muſt yield: 
To Midnight Revels, Marches in the Field. 
He whom of late Greece, as her Mays, ador'd ; 
He, on whoſe maſſie Spear, and glitt'ring Sword 
The Fates, and Death did wait, that mighty Man 
Now wields a Busk, and brandiſtes a Fan, 
Avert it Heav'n! can he be only brave 
To waſte my Country, not his own to ſave? 
And when his Arms my Family mow'd down, 
Loſt he his Sting, and ſo became a Drone? 
Ah! cure theſe Fears; and let me have the Pride 
To lee your Jav'in fixt in Hector's Side. 
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O! that the Grecians would ſend me to try, 

1f I could make your ſtubborn Heart comply: 
Few Words I'd uſe, all ſhould be Sighs, and Tears, 
And Looks, and Kiſſes, mixr with Hopes and Fears 
My Love like Light'ning thro” my Eyes ſhould fly, 


And thaw the Ice, which round your Heart does lye: 


Sometimes my Arms about your Neck I'd throw; 
And then imbrace your Knees, and humbly bow: 
There is more Eloquence in Tears, and Kiſſes, 
Than in the ſmooth Harangues of fly VH: 
That noiſie Rhetorick of a twanging Tongue, 
Serves but to lug the heavy Crowd along: 

- But Souls with Souls ſpeak only by the Eye, 
And at thoſe Windows one another ſpy : 

Thus, than your Mother Sea rais'd with the Wind 
Morce fierce, I would compoſe your ſtormy Mind; 
And my Love ſhining on my Tears that flow, 
Should make a Rain-Bow, and fair Weather ſhow. 
So dreams my Love. Ah! come, that I may try, 
If I can turn my Dream to Prophecy. 

So may your Pyrrhus live to equalize 

His Grandſi res Years, his Father's Yiftories, 

Let me no longer pin'd in Abſence lye ; 

Rather than live without you, let me die: 

My Heart's already cold, and Death does ſpread 
His livid Paleneſs o'er my lively Red. 

My Life hangs only on the ſlender Hope, 

That your reyiving Love your Rage will top. 

If that ſhou'd fail. let me net linger on, 

But let that Sword (to mine, ah! too well knows) 
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Me to my Brothers, and my Husband ſend; 

Your Hand began, your Hand the Work muſt end. 
But why ſuch Cruelty ? Come then, and ſave 
Afflicted Greece, and me your humble Slave. 

How much more decently might you imploy 

Your ill-ſpent Rage againſt Neptemian Trey: 

Then furl your Sails, once more your Anchors cakt - 
Leave not your Country, nor your Honour blaſt. 
But go or ſtay; with you I ought to move, 

Made yours by Right of War, and Right of Love» 


I fl 


By Mr. OLDMIX0O N. 


TheARGUMENT. 


Dejanira to Hercules. 


Dejanira having heard that Hercules was fallen 


in Love with löle, Daughter of the King 


of 


Oechalia, whom he had lately Vanquiſh'd and 
Slain, and at the ſame time that he was dying 
by a poiſonꝰd Shirt ſhe had ſent him, to recover, 
as ſhe had been told it wou d, his loft Affection; 
between Fealouſie and Rage for the firſt, and 


Grief and — for the latter, writes him 
following Epiſtle. 


N your late Triumphs I rejoice, and ſhare 

Your new Renown, Occhalia's finiſh'd War. 
But ſhould the Victor to the Vanquiſh'd yield, 
Curſt be the Day that you the Town compell'd. 
Thro' Greece the Rumour flies, nor faſter Fame 


the 


Proclaims your Conqueſt,than ſhe ſpreads your Shame. 


By your vile Bonds your former Life's defil'd, 
And all the Luſtre of your Labours ſoil'd : 


Thoſe Labours you with matchleſs Might o'ercame, 


And Fwne's Hate, and tais'd à Godlike Name, 
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Zut to young 7ole's baſe Yoke you bow; 
Euriſtheus now is pleas'd, and June now. 
Nor will your Step-Mother be gtiev'd te hear, 
The Blot indelible your Fame will bear. 
When Jove your Mother for your Birth enjoy'd, 
The God, too little One, three Nights employ'd. 
But who'll believe the Tale? for ſuch a Son 
Might, ſurely, have been well conceiy'd in One. 
Juno ne'er hurted you as Venus has, 
She rais'd you when fhe purpos'd to depreſs. 
But Venus on your Neck her Foot has plac'd, 
And-ne'er was Hero more by Love diſgrac'd. 
From you, the World deliver'd, holds her Peace, 
By you the Land's ſecure, and ſafe the Seas. 
Both Houſes of the Sun your Merit know, 
And Heav'n does more to you than Atlas, owe. 
Your Strength did once the linking Stars ſuſtain, 
And ſave thoſe Orbs, where you at laſt ſhall reign. 
Without you, ke on whom the Burthen lyes 
Had fall'n, and unſupported left the Skies. 
What have you done? but all your Glory ſtain'd, 
And loſt the Praife you with fuch Peril gain'd. 
Tell me no more what Deeds you once could do, 
Nor boaſt you in the Cradle Serpents flew. 
Two horrid Snakes that then to Death you wrung, 
And prov'd the Blood divine of which you ſprung. 
The Man belies the God ; your Infant Name 
Is now forgotten, and your riper Fame. 
He, who the Son of Steneleus ſubdu'd, 
And tam'd the felleſt Monſters of the Wood, 

I 3 Who 


174 Ovip' EPISTLES. 


Who long did Jane's Hate undaunted prove, 
He, to whom all Things yielded, yields to Love. 


What then? the Thund'rer was your Sire, 'tis ſaid, 


And highly 1 am honour'd by your Bed. 

But as the Plough an equal Yoke requires, 

So Hymen's Torch ſhould burn with equal Fires. 
And higher if my Husband's in Degree, 

What do 1 gain? his Greatneſs leſſens me. 
The worſe in this, a Wife thus wedded fares, 
And not an Honour, but a Burthen bears, 
Tho” the Name flatters, and the Brightneſs glares. 
She that weds well, will wiſely match her Love, 
Nor be below her Husband, nor above. 

My. Lord ſo ſeldom in my Houſe 1 ſee, 

A Stranger I ſhould know as ſoon as he, 

To War with dreadful Monfters he delights, 
And with the Fierceſt of the Foreſt fights, 
While I a Widow's Life in Wedlock lead, 

And mourn with fruitleſs Tears my injur'd Bed. 
Oft my chaſt Vows for him to Heav'n 1 pay, 
The Dangers to avert, my Fears diſplay. 

That ever.you with Conqueſt may be crown'd, 


For your Defeat is mine, and mine your Wound. 


My Fancy ſtill preſents you to my Mind, 
Amid your Foes of ey'ry Savage kind, 

The Dragon's forky Tongue methinks I view, 
And the Boar's Tusk, and Lion's Claw in you, 
The worrying Dogs with freezing Blood I ſee, 
And intercept the Death, and bleed for thee. 
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UH Omens from my flaughter'd Victims riſe, 
No Flames of od'rous Incenſe upward: flies, 8 
But the choak d Fire, as ſoon as kindled, dies. 
Foreboding Dreams my anxious Soul affright, 
And mine are all the Horrors of the Night. 
Much I enquire, impatient of your Fate, 
What None, or but with doubtful Truſt, relate. 
J hope, I tear, and with alternate Pain 
At once for thee the double Care ſuſtain. 
Your Mother abſent feels the ſame Alarms, 
Repents the Fortune of her envy'd Charms, 6 
That Cer they pleas'd a God, and bleſt his Aims, 
Me, all as a forſaken Widow ſhun, 
Nor is Amphytrion here, nor is your Son. 
No War but with Earyſtheus now you wage, 
The Miniſter of Funo's reſtleſs Rage. 
Your Dangers and your Toils ſhe ſtill renews, 
Still your dear Life with cruel Hate purſues, 
If of your Foreign Loves I ſhould complain, 
You'd laugh at my Laments, and mock my Pain. 
Each Maid you meet to your Embrace you take, 
And each that you enjoy a Mother make. 
Shall I Parthenian Auge's Rape relate, 
Or what by Force was Aftydamia's Fate? 
You'll never bluſt to hear your broken Vows, 
Nor think you err'd in wronging Theutra's Houſe, 
Where fifty Siſters in one Night you knew; 
But what are fifty ruin'd Nymphs to you? 
Another ſuch Offence I've lately known, 
And. Lamss by your. Luſt is made my Son; 
14 His 
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His Stepdame I, and o'er the Libyan Plains 
My Rival, his abandon'd Mother, reigns. 
And where thro' flowry Vales Meander glides 


With winding Waves, and turns with refluent Tides, 


Has Hercules been ſeen in ſhameful Guife, 

111 ſuiting him, whoſe Shoulders bore the Skies; 
With Bracelets deck'd, and other Female geer, 
Which wanton Damſels at their Revels wear. 


Bright Chains of Gold around thoſe Arms they views 


Which in Nemaan Woods the Lion flew. 

, Whoſe Skin, a glorious Robe, he proudly wore, 
And on his Back the dreadful Trophy bore, 

See his rude Locks with gaudy Ribbans bound, 
And purple Veſts his manly Limbs ſurrcund: 
Such as the ſoft Aeonian Virgins wear, 

To catch in Silken Folds the flowing Air. 

Now Horror in your Mind his Image breeds, 
Who fed with human Fleſh his pamper'd Steeds, 
His Conqu'ror had Buſiris thus beheld, 

Be'd doubt his Fall, and ſtill diſpute the Field. 
Theſe Toys, Anteus from your Neck would tear, 
Aſham'd his Victor ſhould ſuch Trinkets wear, 
"Tis faid, you with 7-nian Girls are ſeen, 

In baſe Artendance on their haughty Queen. 
That Baskets in your Hands like them your bear, 
And the yain Menace of your Miſtreſs fear. 

For ſhame; were thoſe Victorious Hands deſign'd 
For Women's Service? or to free Mankind? 


How, think you, to the wond*ring World twill ſound, 


That at Command you turn the Spindle round! 
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Your Work's ſet out, your Miſtreſs you muſt pleaſe, 
And your Toils dwindle to ſuch Tasks as theſe. 1 


But your rough Fingers break the ſlender Thread, 


And from the Fair a Drubbing oft you dread, 
Now at her Feet, methinks, 1 ſee you lye, 

While ſhe looks from you with an angry Eye. 
To plead for Pity, you your Error own, 

And brag, in your Excuſe, what Deeds you've done. l 
How, when a Child, two Serpents you o'ercame, Fi Y 
And then the Erymanthean Boar did tame. 4 
The Heads that were on Thracian Gates affix'd, 4 i 
And what to them you did, you yaunt of next, 1 
Of Diomedes, and his Mares you boaſt, 

Of your fam'd Conqueſts to th' 1berian- Coaſt, 

Of Gerion's Herd, and Cerberus you tell, 

And the dread Wonders you perform'd in Hell; 

How thrice they both reviv'd, and thrice they fell, 

How the huge Giant, by a fierce Embrace 

You grip'd to Death, and kill'd with a Careſs; 

How the ſwift Horſes that out-flew the Wind 

By you were left in Race, and lag'd behind, 

You put em on Theſſalian Hills to flight, 

Nor you their Speed, nor double Forms affright. 

But ill by you are ſuch high Things expreſt, 

A Suppliant, like Sido#ian tiarlots dreſt. 

Tour Tongue might by your Figure well bety'd, 

And you, for ſhame, the ale you tell her hide. 

Nor can all this alone pteſerve her Smiles, 

She wears your Arms, and Triumphs with your Spoils. 
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Go, boaſt your glorious Acts, while all that ſee 
Your differing Garbs will gueſs you both to be, 
Thou the ſoft Harlot, and the Hero the. 

As greater you than all your Conqueſts are, 

The leſs you to your Conqu'ror can compare; 
And as you can't your lewd Defires ſubdue, 

The mightier ſhe, who maſters them and you. 
To her the Glory of your Deeds redounds, 

And Fame her Pow'r with your Difgrace reſounds. 
The Vidor's Praiſe, the Laurel Wreath, reſign, 
Thoſe Songs and Trophies are no longer thine. 
She Heirs them all, eternal Shame to ſee = 
That Skin on her, which ſuited none but thee. 
And the rude Robe that thou with Pride haſt worn, 
Her feeble Limbs enfold, and fink to Scorn, 
Theſe Spoils, miſtaken Man, are not her Aim, 
Thy Self's her Triumph, and her Spoil*s thy Fame, 
By her the Merit of thy Might's ſuppreſt, 

Her Conqueſt was thy ſelf, and thine, a Beaſt; 
She leaves the laden Reel, and learns the Uſe 
Of Arrows poiſon'd with Lern4an Juice, 

She, who can ſcarce the flying Wheel command, 
And turn the Spindle with her trembling Hand, 
Now teaches it the maſſy Tlub to wield, 

Which tam'd the fierceſt Monſters of the Field, 
This with Delight ſhe in ker Mirror views, 
Fights o'er thy Fights, and all thy Foes ſubdues. 
Haply Report, tho? loud it ſpeaks, may ett; 

Yet tell of others Truth, if not of her. 
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I ſee of others what of her I hear, | 
And that my Rage provokes, as this my Fear. 

A Foreign Wanten's to the City brought, 

And to be falſe, with thee's no more a Fault, 

No more ſollicitous thy Shame to hide, 

As if to publiſh it thou took'ſt a Pride, 

As if to Triumph here thou ſent'ſt the Slave, 

To ſhew thy Folly, and my Fury brave. 

Unbidden ; is the like a Suppliant ſeen, 

With Hair neglected, and an humble Mien?“ 

She ſtrives not to conceal het Captive State, 

And ill her Front erect becomes her Fate. 

In Gold ſhe ſhines, her gay Attire's the ſame 

As when you deign to a@ the Phrygian Dame. 
Who can believe, ſo high ſhe holds her Head, 
That you're a Conqu'ror, or her Father dead? 
Theſe weeping Eyes your perjur'd Vows can prove, 
And her bold Pride confirms my flighted Love. 
Perhaps you'll drive me from your Bed and Houſe, 
And of a Miſtreſs make the Slave your Spouſe. 

A noble Match *rwill be, ſhould. Hymen join 

Her Infamy in equal Bonds with thine, 

The God muſt, ſure, to light his Torch be glad, 
The Wife a Captive, and the Husband madd 
cannot bear the Thought, it turns my Brains, 
Strikes to my Heart, and freezes all my Veins. 
Me once you loy'd, and guiltleſs was your Flame, 
With double Conqueſt to your Arms I came, 

And crown' d not more your Paſſion than your Fame. 
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Shorn of his Horns Achelous hides his Head, 
And vanquiſh'd plunges in his ſlimy Bed. 
Meſſus from thee receives the deadly Wound, 
And falling foams with Rage, and bites the Ground, 
From the Man-Beaſt a purple Deluge flow'd, 
And ſtain'd Evenus with his ſtreaming Blood. 
Why do I write theſe vain Complaints to thee, 
Ev'n now 1 hear thou dy'ſt, and dy'ſt by me? 
Mine was the poiſon'd Robe my Husband wears, 
Whoſe hidden Fire his cracking Sinews tears. 
V'hat have I done? What Frenzy had poſſeſt 

iy Mind, and more than Love enflam'd my Breaſt? 
Lifeleſs my Lord on Octa's Top may lye, 
And yet, ah Wretch! doſt doubt if thou ſhould'ſt die? 
Wilt thou thy Guilt, and him, alas! ſurvive? 
Ris Widow wilt thou, and his Murd'rer, live? 
No, ne'er will 1 appear ſo fond of Life, 
Or ſhew 1 ill deſerv'd to be his Wife. 
What Aeleager's Siſter ought JI do, 
And both their Steps with dauntleſs Soul purſue. 
Nox Sifter will they then, nor Wife deny, 
Aud yet, ah Wretch ! doſt doubt if thou ſhould'ſt dit) 
Unhappy Houſe, to ſudden Ruin doom'd, 
To Exile ſome are ſent, and ſome entomb'd, 
Agrius uſuxps my Royal Father's Throne, 
And old Oenewus mourns a baniſh'd Son. 
Here in devouring Flames another fries, 
And wy dear Mother there Self-murder'd lyes, 
None vo of all their Race is left, but I, 
And yet, ah Wretch ! doſt doubt if thou ſhould'ſt die? 
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By all that ever to my Soul was dear, 
By Hymen's ſacred Rites and Joys, I ſwear, 
No Miſchief was to thee, believe me, meant ; 
1 knew no Poiſon when the Shirt I ſent. 
From Weakneſs only, not Deſign, it came, 
In hopes to light afreſh thy languid Flame. 
When Neſſus fell, the fraudful Villain ſwore 
A wondrous Charm was in his flowing Gore, 
That *twould to ev'ry thing it touch'd impart 
| A Vittue, to reclaim a wand' ing Heart: 
On thine 1 thought its latent Pow'r to prove, 
And not in Malice dipt the Robe, but Love. 
A latent Pow'r it had, ah curſt Deceit! 
That Pow'r was Poiſon, and the Charm was Fate. 
On whom didſt thou its fatal Magick try? 
And yet, ah Wretch ! doſt doubt if thou ſnou'dſt die? 
Adieu, my Father, Country, Friends; Adieu 
The Light that with theſe dying Eyes I view: 
1 fly, my Hercules to thee I fly; 
Life ebbs apace, and I with Pleaſure die. 


* 
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Deiauira 
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 Deianira to Hercules. 
By another Hand. 


The ARGUMENT, 


Deianira having heard that Hercules was falls; 
in Love with Tole a Captive; and at the ſan 
time that he was dying by a poifon'd Shirt ſhe 
tad preſented him with, and had been told wou d 
recover a loſt Affection; betwixt Diſdam and 
Anger for the firſt, and Grief and Deſpair fo 
the latter, ſhe writes the following Lines to ht 
Husband. 


* pleas'd with the Succeſs your Valour gave, 
But grieve the Victor is his Captive's Slave. 
This unexpected News ſoon flew to me, 

And with your former Life does ſtill agree. 
Continual Actions, nor yet Jano's Hate, 

Ne' er hurt whom 7ole does Captivate : 

Euryſtheus this, this did Fove's Wife deſign, 

Laugh at your Weakneſs, and theſe Tears of mine; 
But Jupiter hop'd better Things, when he, 

To make this ero, made one Night of three, 
Venus has hurt you more by her ſoft Charms, 
Than argry Juno that Imploys your Arms; 
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She by depreſſing you, rais'd you the more, 

E The other treads on you, whom you adore, 
You've freed the World from Troublers of Mankind 
All things ſubmit to your Heroick Mind: 

be You make the Seas ſecure, the Earth have reſt, 
Your mighty Name fills both the Kaſt and Weſt, 
Heav'n, that muſt bear you, you did bear before, 
When weary .Atlas did your Aid implore, 
Yet for all this, the greater is your Shame, 
If with mean Acts you ſtain your glorious Name, 


le; You kill'd two Serpents with your Infant Hand, 
me Which then deſerv'd Fove's Scepter to command, 
ſhe Your laſt Deeds differ from your firſt Succeſs, 

* The Infant makes the Man appear the leſs. 


No Savage Beaſts, nor fiercer Enemies, 

Cou'd conquer him whom Love does now ſurprize. 

Some think my Marriage a great Happineſs, 

Being Fove's Daughter, Wife of Hercules; 

But as Extreams do very ill agree, 

The Greatneſs of my Husband leſſens me; 

This ſeeming Honour gives a mortal Wound: 

Amongſt our Equals Happineſs is found: 

At Home in quiet they their Lives enjoy; 

Tumults, and Wars, do all his Hours imploy: 

This Abſence makes me ſo unfortunate, 

z J buy your Glory at too dear a Rate. 

1 weary Heav'n with Vows and Sacrifice, 

Leaft you ſhould fall by Beaſts, or Enemies. 

When you aſſault a Lion, or wild Boar, 

You hazard much, but ſtill 1 hazard more. 
| Strange 
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Strange Dreams and Vitions ſet before mine Eyes 
The Dangets that attend your Victories. 

Unhappy I to vain Reports give Ear, 

Then vainly hope, and then as vainly fear, 

Your abſent Mother bluſhes ſhe pleas'd Forr, 
Amphytrio's abſent, and the Son you love. 

1 ſee Euryſtheus has contriv'd your Fate, 

And will make uſe of Funo's reſtleſs Hate. 

This I could bear, did you love none but me, 
But you are Amorous of all you ſee. 

Yet Omphale does now inrage me more, 

Than all the Beauties you admir'd before. 
Meander's Streams have ſeen thoſe Shoulders wear 
Rich Chains, that Heav'n as a ſmall Weight did beax, 
But were you not aſhamed to behold 

Thoſe Arms weigh'd down with Jewels, and with Gold, 
That made the fierce Nemean Lion die, 

And wore his Skin to.ſhew the victory? 

When like a Woman you did dreſs your Hair, 
Lawrel had been for you a fitter wear. 

As wanton Maids, you thought it was no Shame 
To wear a Saſh, to pleaſe your haughty Dame, 
Fierce Diomedes was not in your Mind, 

That fed his bloody Horſes with Mankind: 

Did but Bufiris ſee this ſtrange Diſguiſe, 
The Conquer'd wou'd the Conqueror deſpiſe, 
Anteus wou'd retrieve his Captive State, 
And ſcorn a Victor ſo effeminate, 

Among the Grecian Virgins you fit down, 

Aud ſpin, and tremble at a Woman's Frown, 
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A Diſtaff, not a Scepter fills that Hand, 
That Conquer'd all Things, and did all Command. 
Then in her Preſence you do trembling ſtand, 
And fear a Blow as Death, from her fair Hand; 
And to regain her Favour, you reveal 
Thoſe glorious Actions you ſhou'd then conceal. 
How you that ſtrange and fruitful Serpent flew, 
That by his Wounds more fierce and ſtronger grew, 
How when you fought, you never loſt the Field, 
But made great Kings and ciuel Monſters yield. 
And can you boaſt or think of Things ſo great, 
Now you wear Silks, and are with Jewels ſet? 
Theſe Actions and that Gatb do diſagree, 
So ſoft a Dreſs does give your Tongue the Lie. 
Your Miſtreſs too puts on your conqu'ring Arms, 
And makes you ſtoop to her more pow'rful Charms, 
She wears your Robes to ſhew her Victory, 
And is, what you once thought your ſelf to be. 
Your glorious Conqueſt, and illuſtrious Fame, 
Give her Renown, but you eternal Shame. 

is to her, by whom you're conquer'd, due; 
Go now and brag of what remains to you. 
Is't not a Shame that her ſoft Arms ſhould bear 
The Lion's rugged Skin you once did wear? 
The Spoils are not the Lion's but your own, 
The Beaſt you Conquer'd, you ſhe-overcome, 
She takes your Club into her feeble Hand, 
And in her Glaſs he learns how to command. 
All this 1 heard: yet I cou'd not believe 
The {ad Report, which cauſes me to grieve. 

Your 


186 O VID EPISTLES. 


Your Toe is brought before my Face, 

I muſt be Witneſs of my own Diſgrace. 

Whilſt I refle& on my unhappy Fate, 

She makes her Entry in the Town in State, 
Not as a Captive with her Hair unbound, 
Nor her dejected Eyes fixt on the Ground; 
But cover'd o'er with Jewels and with Gold, 
As Phrygia once did Hercules behold ; 

And ſalutes all with as much Majeſty, 

As if her Father had the victory. 

Perhaps to leave me is deſign'd by you, 

True to your Miſtreſs, to your Wife untrue. ' 
You'll be divorc'd from me, and marty her, 
The Conquer'd muſt obey the Conqueror. 
This Fear torments me more than all the reft, 
And, as a Dagger, wounds my troubled Breaſt. 
1 knew the time when you did love me mote, 
Than any ſhe whom you do now adore, 

But oh! as I am writing, the News flies, 
That by a poiſon'd Shirt my Husband dies. 


What have I done, whither has Love drove me? 


Is Love the Author of ſuch Cruelty ? 

Shall my dear Hercules endure this Pain, 

And 1 th' unhappy Cauſe, alive remain? 

My Title to him, by my Death I'll prove, 
And ſurely Death's an Argument of Love. 
Meleager will a Sifter find in me: 

Shall Deianira be afraid to die? 

Unhappy Houſe | Uſurpers fill the Throne, 
Whilſt the true Sov'taiga is. eſteem' d by none. 
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One Brother waſtes his Life in foreign Lands, 
The other periſh'd by his Mother's Hands, 

Who on her ſelf reveng'd the Crime: Then why 
Should Deianira be afraid to die? 

Only this Thing I beg with my laſt Breath, 

Not to believe that I deſign'd your Death. 

As ſoon as you ſtruck Neſſus with your Dart, 

His Blood, he ſaid, would Charm a ſtraying Heart. 
In it I dip the Shitt, 'twas but to try : 

O Deianira make, make haſte to die: 

Adieu my Father, Siſter too adieu! 

Adieu my Country, and my Brother too! 

Farewell this Light, the laſt that 1 ſhall ſee, 

Hyltus fatewel ; my Deas, I come to thee. 
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ACONTIUS to CyDIPPE, 


By Mr. R. D UKE 


The ARGUMEN T. 


Acontius, in the Temple of Diana at Delos, (fa- 
mous for the Reſort of the moſt Beautiful Virgins 
of all Greece) fell in Love with Cydippe, # 
Lady of Duality much above his own; not da- 
ring therefore to Court her openly, he found this 
Device to obtain her: he writes upon the faireſt 


Apple that could & 
©. -- e procured a couple of Verſes to 


« I ſwear by Chaſte Diane, Iwill be 
« In Sacred Wedlock ever join'd to thee, 


and. throws it at the Feet of the Young Lady: 
She juſpefing not the Deceit takes it up, and 
reads it, and therein promiſes her ſelf in Marri- 
age to Acontius; there being a Lam there is 
force, that whatever any Parſon ſhould Swear in 
the Temple of Diana of Delos, ſhould ſtand good, 
and be inviolably obſerv i. But her Father not 
knowing what had paſt, and baving not long 
after promiſed her to another, juſt as the Solem- 
aities of Marriage were to be perform d, ſhe was 
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„ taken with a ſudden and violent Feaver, which 
b Acontius endeavours to perſuade her was ſent 
from Diana, as a Puniſhment of the Breach of 
the Vow made in her Preſence. And this with 


a ' the veſt of the Arguments, which on ſuch an Oc- 
caſion would occur to a Lover, is the Suò jet of 
the following Epiſtle. | 
Ead boldly this; here you ſhall ſwear no more, | 6 
1 For that's enough which you ha ve ſworn before, | Bl 
f Read it; ſo may that violent Diſeaſe, + Y 


Which thy dear Body, but my Soul doth ſeize, |; 


+; Forget its too long praQtis'd Cruelty, 14 
bs And Health to you reſtore, and you to me. ; A 
1 Why do you bluſh? for bluſh you do, I fear, 
10 As when you firſt did in the Temple ſwear: 
Truth to your plighted Faith is all I claim; 
And Truth can never be the Cauſe of Shame. 
Shame lives with Guilt, but you your Virtue prove h 
In fav*cing mine, for mine's a Husband's Love. 
Ah! to your ſelf thoſe binding Words repeat 
K That once your wifhing Eyes ev'n long'd to meet, 8 
d When th' Apple brought em dancing to your Feet. 1 
1 There you will find the ſolemn Vow you made, if 
" Which, if your Health, or mine, can ought perſuade, | 
” Lou to perform ſhould rather mindful be, 1 | 
a Than great Diana to revenge on thee. [i þ 
j My Fears for you increaſe with my Deſire, RH 


| 
| 
5 Aud Hope blows that already raging Fixe. | 
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For Hope you gave; nor can you this deny, 

For the great Goddeſs of the Fane was by; 

She was, and heard, and from her hallow'd Shue 
A ſudden kind auſpicious Light did ſuine; 

Her Statue ſeem'd to nod its awful Head, 

And give its glad Conſent to what you ſaid, 
Now, if you pleaſe, accuſe my proſp'tous Cheat, 
Yet till confeſs *twas Love that taught me it. 

In that Deceit what did I elſe deſign, 


But with your own Conſent to make you mine? 


What you my Crime. I call my Innocence, 
Since Loving you has been my ſole Offence. 


Wor Nature gave me, nor has Praftice taught 


The Nets with which young Virgins Hearts are caught, 

You my Accuſer taught me to deceive, 

And Love, with you, did his Aſſiſtance give; 

For Love ſtood by, and ſmiling bad me write 

The eunning Words he did himſelf indite : 

Again, you ſee I write by his Command, 

He guides my Pen, and rules my willing Hand ; 

Again ſuch kind, ſuch loving Words I ſend, 

As makes me fear that I again offend. 

Yet if my Love's my Crime, I muſt confeſs 

Great is my Guilt, but never ſhall be leſs; 

Oh that I thus might ever guilty prove, 

In finding out new Paths to reach thy Love. 

A thouſand Ways to that ſteep Mountain lead, 

Tho' hard to find, and difficult to tread. 

All theſe will I find out, and break through all, 

For waich, my Flames compar'd, the Danger's ſmall. 
The 
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The Gods alone know what the End will be; 
Yet if we Mortals any thing foreſee, 

One way or other you muſt yield to me. 

If all my Arts ſhould fail, to Arms PlI fly, 

And ſnatch by Force what you my Pray'rs deny; 

J all thoſe Heroes mighty Acts applaud, 

Who firſt have led me this illuſtrious Road. 


{ to0----but hold, Death the Reward will be; | 
Death be it then---- 


For to loſe you is more than Death to me. 

Were you leſs Fair, I'd uſe the vulgar Way 

Of tedious Courtſhip, and of dull Delay: 

But thy bright Form kindles more eager Fires, 
And ſomething wond'rous, as it ſelf, Inſpires ; 
Thoſe Eyes that all the Heav'nly Lights out- ſhine, 
(Which Oh! may'ſt thou behold, and love in mine} 
Thoſe ſnowy Arms, which on my Neck ſhould fall, 
If you the Vows you made, regard at all; 

That modeſt Sweetneſs, and becoming Grace, 
That paints with living Red your bluſhing Face; 
Thoſe Feet, with which they only can compare 
That through the Silver Flood bright Thetis bear; 
Do all conſpire my Madneſs to excite, 

With all the reſt that is deny'd to Sight. 

Which could I praiſe alike, I then were bleft, 

And all the Storms of my vex'd Soul at teſt. 

No wonder then if with ſuck Beauty fir'd, 

I of your Love the ſacred Pledge deſit'd. 

Rage now, and be as angry as you will, 

Leut very Erowns all other Smiles excel; 


| 0 
ö 


— —— — — — 
p De OY * S 
" . uy — 


192 Oviy's EPISTLES. 


But give me leave that Anger to appeaſe 

By my Submiſlion, that my Love did raiſe. 
Your Pardon proſtrate at your Feet V1! crave, 
The humble Poſture of your guilty Slave. 

With falling Tears your fiery Rage I'll cool, 
And lay the riſing Tempeſt of your Soul. 

Why in my Abſence are you thus ſevere? _ 
Summon'd at your Tribunal to appear, 6 
For all my Crimes, I'd gladly ſuffer there, 
With Pride whatever you inflict receive, 

And love the Wounds thoſe Hands vouchſafe to give, 
Your Fetters to0----But they alas are vain, 

For Love has bound me, and I hug my Chain, 
Your hardeſt Laws with Patience I'll obey, 
ill you your ſelf at laſt relent, and ſay, 
When all my Suf*rings you with Pity ſee, 

He that can love ſo well, is worthy me. 

Bur if all this ſhould unſucceſsful prove, 

Diana claims for me your promis'd Love. 

Oo may my Fears be falſe! yet ſhe delights 

In jaſt Revenge of her abuſed Rites. 

1 dread to hide, what yet to ſpeak I dread, 
Leſt you ſhould think that for my ſelf I plead, 
Yet out it muſt,----'Tis this, Tis ſurely this, 
That is the Fuel to your hot Diſeaſe : 

When waiting Hymen at your Porch attends, 
Her fatal Meſſenger the Goddeſs ſends, 

And when you would to his kind Call conſent, 
This Feayer does your Perjury prevent. 
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Forbear, forbear thus to provoke her Rage, 
Which you ſo eaſily may yet aſſwage. 

Forbear to make that lovely charming Face 
The Prey to ev'ry envious Diſeaſe : 

Preſerve thoſe Looks to be enjoy'd by me, 
Which none ſhou'd ever but with Wonder ſee : 
Let that frei Colour to your Cheeks return, 
Whoſe blooming Flame did all Beholders burn. 
But let on him, th* unhappy Cauſe of all 

The Ills that from Diana's Anger fall, 

No greater Torments light, than thoſe I feel, 
When you my deareſt, tend'reſt Part are ill. 
For oh! with what dire Tortures am I rackt, 
Whom diffrent Griefs ſucceſſively diftra& ! 
Sometimes my Grief from this does higher grow, 
To think that I have caus'd fo much to you: 
Then great Diana's Witneſs, how I pray, 

That all our Crimes on me alone ſhe'd lay. 
Sometimes to your loy'd Doors difguis'd I come, 
And all around *em up and down I roam : 

Till 1 your Woman coming from you ſpy, 

With Looks deje&ed, and a weeping Eye. 

With ſilent Steps, like ſome fad Ghoſt 1 ſteal 
Cloſe up to her, and urge her to reveal 

More than new Queſtions ſuffer her to tell: 

How you had flept, what Diet you had us'd? 

And oft the vain Phyſician's Art accus'd. 

Ke ev*ry Hour (Oh, were I bleſt as he!) 

Does all the turns of your Diſtemper ſee 3 
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Why fit not I by your Bed-lide all Day, 

My mournful Head in your warm Boſom lay, 
Till with my Tears the inward Fires decay? 
Why preſs not I your melting Hand in mine, 
And from your Pulſe of my own Health divine? 
But oh! theſe Wiſhes all are vain; and he 
Whom moſt I fear, may now fit cloſe by thee, 
Forgetful as thou art of Heav'n and me. 


He that lov'd Hand does preſs, and oft does feign 


Some new Excuſe to feel thy beating Vein. 
Then his bold Hand up to your Arm does ſlide, 
And in your panting Breaſt it ſelf does hide; 
Kiſſes ſometimes he ſuatches too from thee, 
For his officious Care too great a Fee. | 
Robber, who gave thee Leave to taſte that Lip, 
And the ripe Harveſt of my Kiſſes reap ? 

For they are mine, ſo is that Boſom too, 
Which, falſe as *tis, ſhall never harbour you. 
Take, take away thoſe thy Adult*rous Hands, 
For know, another Lord that Breaſt commands. 
?Tis true, her Father promis'd her to thee, 

But Heav'n and ſhe firſt gave her ſelf to me. 
And you in Juſtice therefore ſhould decline 
Your Claim to that which is already mine. 
This is the Man, Cydippe, that excites 

Diana's Rage to vindicate her Rites. 


Command him then not to approach thy Door; 


This done, the Danger of your Death is o'er. 


For fear not, beauteous Maid, but keep thy Vow, 


Which great Diana heard, and did allow, 


And 
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And fie who took it, will thy Health reſtore, 

And be propitious as ſhe was before, 

te »Tis not the Steam of a flain Heifer's Blood, 

«© That can allay the Anger of a God, 

« *Tis Truth, and Juftice to yout Vows, appeaſe 
© Their angry Deities, and without theſe 

«© No flaughter'd Feaſt their Fury can divert; 

« For that's a Sacrifice without a Heart. 

Some, bitter Potions patiently endure, 

And kiſs the wounding Launce that works their Cure, 
You have no need theſe crnel Cures to feel, 

Shun being perjur'd only, and be well, 

Why let you ſtill your pious Parents weep, 

Whom you in Ign'rance of your Promiſe keep? 
Oh! to your Mother all our Story tell, 

And the whole Progreſs of our Love reveal; 

Tell het how firſt at great Diana's Shrine 

I fixt my Eyes, my wond'ring Eyes, on thine, 
How like the Statnes there I ſtood amaz d, 
Whilſt on thy Face intemp'rately I gaz'd. 

She will her ſelf, when you my Tale repeat, 
Smile, and approve the amorous Deccit. 

Marry, ſhe'll ſay, whom Heayn commendsto thee, 
He who has pleas'd Diana, pleaſes me. 

But ſhould ſhe ask from what Deſcent I came, 

My Country, and my Parents, and my Name, 
Tell her that none of theſe deſerve my Shame. 
Had you not ſworn, you ſuch a one might chuſe; 
But were ke worſe, now ſworn, you can't refuſe. 
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This in my Dreams Diana bid me write, 

And when I wak'd ſent Cupid to indite : 

Obey 'em both, for one has wounded me- 

Which Wound if you with Eyes of Pity ſee, 

She too will ſoon relent that wounded thee. 
Then to our Joys with eager Haſte we'll move, 
As full of Beauty you, as I of Love. 

To the great Temple we'll in Triumph go, 

And with our Off rings at the Altar bow, 

A Golden Image there I'll conſecrate 

Of the falſe Apple's innocent Deceit ; 

And write below the happy Verſe, that came 
The Meſſenget of my ſucceſsful Flame; 

e Let all the World this from Acontius know, 

% Cydippe has been faithful to her Vow, 

More I could Write, but ſince thy Illneſs reigus, 
And wracks thy tender Limbs with ſharpeſt Pains, 
My Pen falls down for fear, leſt this might be, 
Altho' for me too little, yet too much for thee, 
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By Mr. BUTLER. 


N filent Fear I read your Letter o'er; 

Leſt I ſhou'd Swear, as I had done before! 
Nor had I read, but that I fear'd t' engage 
By my Neglect the peeviſh Goddeſs Rage: 
In vain 1 deck her Shrine, her Rites attend, 
The partial Goddeſs ſtill remains your Friend. 
A Virgin rather hou'd a Virgin aid; 
But where I ſeek Relief I am betray'd ! 
1 languiſh, and the Cauſe of my Diſeaſe 
As yet lyes hid, no Med'cine gives me Eaſe, 
In how much Pain do I this Letter write! 
To my weak Hand my ſicklier Thoughts indite : 
What anxious Fear alas afflicts me too, 
Left any but my truſty Nurſe ſhou'd know ! 
To gain me Time to write, the Door ſhe keeps, 
And whiſp'ring tells the Vilitants, She Sleeps. 
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Worſe IIIs 1 could not for your ſake ſuſtain, 
Tho' you had Merit equal to my Pain, 
Your Love betrays, my Beauty proves my Snare, 
1 had been happy had I ſeem'd leſs fair: 
Whilſt with your Rival you contend to raiſe 
My Beauty's Fame, I periſh by your Praiſe; 
Whilſt neither will admit the other's Claim, 
The Chaſe is hinder'd, and both miſs the Game: 
My Nuptial Day draws on, my Parents-preſs 
The Caged Rites, my blooming Years no leſs: 
But whilſt glad Hymen at my Door attends, 
Grim Death waits near to force me from his Hands. 
Some call my Sickneſs Chance, and ſome pretend 
The Gods this Lett to croſs my Nuptials ſend : 
Whilſt by ſeyeter Cenſure you are gueſt, 
By Philtra's to have wrought upon my Breaſt, 
If then your Love ſuch Miſchief can create, 
What Mis'ry is reſerv'd for her you Hate! 
Wou'd I to Delos ne'er had found the Way, 
At leaſt not found it on that fatal Day! | 
When in our Port our Anchors firſt we weigh'd, 
Th' unwilling Veſſel ill i' th' Harbour ſtay'd; 
Twicedid croſs Winds beat back our Ragging Sails ; 


Said I, croſs Winds? no, thoſe were profp'rous Gales.! 


Thoſe Wines alone blew fair, that back convey'd 
Our Ship, and thoſe that oft our Paſſage ſtay'd. 
Yet I to ſee fam'd Delos; am in Pain, 

And fondly of each hind'ring Blaſt complain. 
By Tenos Iſle, and Mycone ſteer'd, 

At laſt fair Delos“ winding Clifts appear'd ; 


And 
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And much I fear left now the Fairy Shore 
Shou'd Vaniſh, as *tis ſaid t* have done before, 
At Night we Land; ſoon as the Day return'd 
My platted Treſſes are with Gems adorn'd. 
Then to attend the ſacred Rites we go, 
And pious Incenſe on each Alrar throw, 
My Parents there at their Devotion itay 
My Nutle and I through all the Temple ſtray : 
We view each Court, and each freſh Wonder brings, 
Figures, and Statues, Gifts of ancient Kings. 
But whilſt into theſe Rarities 1 pry'd, | 
Jam em) ſelf by fly Acntius ſpy'd, 
Thence to the inmoſt Temple we remove, 
The Place tha: ſhould a Sanctuary prove. 
Yet there 1 find the Apple with this Rhime---- 
Ah! me, I'd like to have Sworn the ſecond time! 
The Name of Wedlock I no ſooner read 
But thro* my Cheeks a troubled Bluſh was ſpread, 
Why didſt thou cheat an unſuſpecting Maid? 
1 ſkou'd have been intreated, not betray'd: 
Is then the Goddeſs bound to take thy Part? 
And ratifie an Oath without the Heart? 
The Will conſents, but that was abſent there; 
1 read indeed the Oath, but did not ſwear. 
Yet cannot I deny that 1 ſuſpect 
Diana's Rage this Sickneſs does igflidt; 
Glad Hymen thrice did to our Courts repair, 
Thrice frighted fled to find Death planted there. 
Thin Cov'rings on my Feav'riſh Limbs are ſpread, 
My Parents mourn me as already Dead, 
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What have I dcne to merit this Diſtreſs, 
Reading but Words whoſe Fraud I cou'd not gueſs! 
Do thou, ev'n thou from whom my sSuff' rings ſpring , 
T'appeale the Goddeſs” Rage thine Off rings bring. 
When will thoſe Hands, that writ the fatal Rhime, 
Bear Incenie to remove my Pain, thy Crime! 

Nor think that thy rich Rival, tho! allow'd 
To vilit, is of greater Favours proud. 
By me he fits, bur ſtill juſt Diſtance keeps, 
Reſtleſs as I, talks ſeldom, often weeps : 
Bluſhing he takes a Kiſs, and leaves a Tear, 
And once his Courage ſ{z1y'd to cry----My Dear. 
But from his Arms ſtill by Degrees I creep, 
And to prevent Diſcourſe pretend to ſleep. 
He finds, but wou'd his Senſe o'th' Flighy diſguiſe, 
He checks his Tongue, but chides me with his Eyes. 
With Grief he waſtes, and 1 with Feavers pine, 
*Tis we that ſuffer, but th' Offence was thine. 

You write for leave to come and ſee me here, 
Yet know your former Viſit coſt me dear. 
Why wouldft thou hither come? thou canſt but ſee 
The double Trophies of thy Cruelty, 
My Fleſh conſum'd, my Cheeks of Bloodleſs Hue, 
Such as 1 once did in thy Apple view. 
Shou'dft ſee me now thou wou'dſt repent thy Cheat, 
Nor think me worth ſuch exquiſite Deceit. 
To Delos back with greater haſte wou'dſt go, 
And beg the Goddeſs to releaſe my Vow. 
On new Deſigns thy Fancy wou'dſt imploy, 
Centiive new Oaths the former to deſtroy. 


No 
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No Means have been omitted to procure 
My Health, but ſtill my Feav'riſn Fits endure, 
We ask'd the Oracle what caus'd my Pains? 
The Oracle of broken Vows complains ! 
The Gods themſelves on your behalf declare: 
What haſt thou done to merit this their Care? 
But fo it is----and I at laſt incline, 
Since that thou art their Choice, to make thee Mine, 
Already to my Mother i've declar'd, 
How by your Cunning 1 have been infnar'd. 
I've done, and what I have already ſaid, 
I fear is more than will become a Maid. 
My Thoughts are now confus'd, and can indite 
No more, my feeble Hand no mote can write, 
Nor need 1 more Subſcribe, but this, Be True! 
And (ſince it muſt be ſo) my Dear, Adieu 
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Advertiſement. 


A U:us Sabinus fonriſh'd in tie Reign of Au- 
& guſtus,. ard mas cout emporar) win Ovid. 
He wrote a Bes of Elegie to his Mitre Teriieng; 
ard left ſoime nnfiniſn'd Pos of the ancient Ro- 
man Religian and Ceremo nee,; and alſo wrote /e- 
veral Epiſiles like Ovid's, in Auſwer to ſo many of 
that e:ceilent Poet, v.z. Hippolytus rt Phædra, 
Mncas o Dido, Jalon to Hyplipite, Phaon ro 
*apho. Uiyſlcs 20 Penelope, Demophooa to Phyl- 
lie, and Paris to Oilnone; of a which, except- 
ing the three lat, the Injur; of Time has depri- 
ved ts, 


The. learned Heinſius ſpeaking | of theſe three 


Bpiſtles, calls them a Trexſure; and indeed they 
expreſs ſo much of A true Poetick Gevius, and main- 
ain their Character ſo well, that it has been thought 
fit ta this Edition to give em an Engliſn Verſion, 
ſince in all the late and beſt Editions of Gvid's 
ii orks, theſe Epilites of Sabinus are found inſerted. 


U! 


1 P FS 
| Ubyjes to Penelope. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Ulyſſes having receiv d Penelope's Epiſtle, by this 
Anſwer endeavours to clear her Doubts, and calm 
her Thoughts. He tells her with what Fortitude 
he had gone through the various Hardſhips that 
had befall'n Him; and that having conſulted Ti- 
reſias and Pallas, he was determin'd to return. 
ſuddenly to Ithaca; but (to comply with the O- 
racles) alone, and in Diſguiſe. And as be i- 
careful to magr.ifie his Love, and Fears of her, 
and her extraordinary Conſtancy and . Chaſtity : 
So he forgets not to tell her what he ſaw in Eli- 
ſium, whither he went to conſult Tireſias. 


Hance does at laſt let ſad Vlyſſes ſee - 
The welcome Lines of his Penelope; 
Sc much thy known dear Characters did pleaſe, 
That my long Troubles found an inſtant Eaſe, 
If 1 am flow, *tis only to relate 
To thee my many Wounds from-angry Fate. 
Well might the Greeks indeed have thought me flow, 
When by feign'd Madneſs I delay'd to go: 
Nor 
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Nor had 1 Will or Pow'r to leave thy Bed, 
But to poſſeſs thy Charms from Honour fled. 
You bid me come, and never ſtay to write; 
But adverſe Winds detain me from your S'ght. 
Troy hinders not, a Place once ſo rever'd, 

In Aſbes now, nor longer to be fear'd. 
Hector and all her mighty Men of Fame 

Are now no more, are nothing but a Name: 
By Night the Thracian Monarch Rheſws ſlain, 

I ſafely to out Camp return'd again: 
Leading his watlike coifes, my juſt Spoil, 

The noble Friumph for the Victor's Toil. 

The Shrine wherein the Phrygian Safety lay, 

My tortunate Contrivance brought away, 

Clos'd in that Horfe which prov'd the Bane of Tre, 
Unmoy'd I heard Caſſandra cry---- Deſtroy 

The Engine quick; rhe Foe your Ruin ſeeks: 

Burn, burn it quite, not truſt the crafty Greeks, 

To me oblig'd the great Achille, lyes 

For his laſt Kites, his Fun ral bſequies: 

Which Action fo the Grecian Army warms, 

For his recover'd Co ps they give his Arms, 

But, what avails! the Sea has all ingroſt! 

My Ships, my Arms, and my Companions loſt ! 
Tho? all things elſe Fate's Cruelties remove, 

They have no Pow'r to ſhake my copſtant Love. 
That fill endures, and triumphs over all; 

Nor can by Scylla, or Charibdis fall, 

To alter that the charming Sirens fail; 

Not can the fell Antiphates prevail. 


Hot 
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Not touch'd by Circe's Arts, from her 1 fled; 
Nay fhun'd the Proffer of a Goddeſs' Bed: 

Each promis d, ſo ſhe might become my Wife, 
To give me deathleſs Joys, and endleſs Life. 
Both I reje&, and having thee in view, 

My dang'rous Travels chearfully renew. 

Let not theſe Female Names beget new Feats, 
(Alarm thy Breaſt, nor drown thine Eyes in Tears) 
What Cce, what Calypſo cou'd effect: 

Secure of me, al! chilling Doubts negle&. 

That: you my open Soul may naked view, 

I will confeſs that 1 have fear'd for you, 
When I was told how num'rous a Reſort 

Of eager Rivals crowded in your Court, 

All pale I grew ; Life left my outward Part, 
Scarce the retiring Blood preſerv'd my tieart, 
Beſieg d by preſſing youthful Lovers round, 
Their Bowls with Wine, their Heads with Roſes crown'd, 
My growing Doubts to wild Diſorders hafte; 
Ah! can I think the Rill is mine, and chaſte ! 
If me ſhe wept, her Charms wou'd not be ſuch ; 
Cou'd ſhe thus conquer, if ſhe ſorrow'd much? 
Xet quickly Love returns, when I perceive 

How well your chaſte, your pious Arts deceive 
Your. haſty Suitors, and procure Delay, 

Dy Night undoiug what you weave by Day. 

Yet fear 1, leſt fome buſie Laver's Eyes 

Thee at thy honeſt Artiſice ſurpriſe. 

Better by Pehplemus had I dy'd, 

Than know. thee ſacxific'd to Luſt and Pride. 


Better 
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Better to Thracian Arms have fall'n a Prey, 
Whilſt there as yet my wand'ring Navy lay. 
Or then have yielded finally to Fate, 

When I return'd ſafe from the St;gian State. 


»Twas there I ſaw, among th' immortal Dead, 


My late dear Mother's venerable Shade. 

She told his Houſe's Troubles to her Son; 

I griey'd ſhe thrice did my Embraces ſhun, 
There too the great Proteſilaus l met, 

Who ſcorning Death, fiiſt of the G ecias Fleet 


With Hoſtile Arms the Phrygian Shores did greet. 


Now happy with his much prais'd Wife he roves, 
Fearleſs of Change, through the E(AHian Groves: 


Lamenting not he did ſo Young deſcend ; 
Pleas'd with an Eat!y, ſince ſo Brave an End. 
I faw, alas! nor cou'd from Tears refrain, 
The noble A amemnon newly lain, 

That mighty Chief, glorious and ſafe at Troy, 
Eſcaping too in the Eubean Sea, 


Where futious Nauplius s horrid Arts had done 


Such 111s,. for Vengeance for his guilty Son. 
But whilſt, rejoycing for his ſafe Return, 

A rides does his grateful Incenſe burn, 

By impious Hands his ſacred Blood is ſpill'd, 
And by a thouſand Wounds the Prince is kill 
This tragick End had the great Hero's Life, 
Contriv'd and manag'd by a wretched Wife; 
P;zetending Vengeance for his am'rous Crime, 
10 cover her's, ſtrikes fit and mutde:s him. 
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When Victory had bleſt the Grecian fide. 

And we our Trojan Pris'ners did divide, 

Great Hector's Wife and Siſter I refuſe, 

And ancient Hecuba do rather chuſe ; 

To her neglected Age I give my Voice, 

Leſt Love might ſeem to mingle in the Choice, 
No longer her ia human Form we meet, 

A fearful Omen to my parting Fleet. 

Her enrag'd Heart with Grief and Rancour burns, 
And ſuddenly to. a mad Bitch ſhe turns ; 

In barking, howles, and ſnarling now ſhe ends 
The loud Complaints her wild Affliction ſends, 
As if amaz'd, the late calm Winds and Sea 
Start into Tempeſts at the Prodigy. 

By dang'rous Storms now am I rudely toſt ; 
Now wand'ring long in unknown Regions loſt». 
But if the wiſe Tireſias can as well 

Our future Joys as Miſeries foretel ; 

The prophecy'd Diſaſters having paſt, 

I enter on my kinder Fate at laſt. 

Pallas now joins me, on an unknown Coaſt :. 
Safe led by her, I can no more be loſt. 

Pallas, whom now the firſt time 1 ſalute. 

Since Ilium's Fall, with Pleaſure hears my. Suit, 
What mighty 111s upon the Greeks were brought. 
By raſh Oilides bold and ſingle Fault! 

Not ev*n Tydides did the Goddeſs ſpare, 

His virtue too did our Affliction ſhare. 

None could his Fayour or his Metit plead, 

But all were puniſh'd for the impious Deed. 


Tes 
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Yet bappy Menelaus no Chance could harm; 

His beauteous Wife was ſtill a Coun'er-charm ; 35 
In vain the Winds, in vain the Billows rage, 
While ſhe is there his Paſſion to aſſwage 
Winds had no Pow'r his Kiſſes to reſirain, 

Nor his Embraces the tumultuous Main, 
Thrice happy 1, did 1 but travel fo, 

For calm'd by thee all Seas wou'd gentle grow. 
But ſince Telemachu / with thee I hear | 

Is ſafe, extteamly leflen'd is my Care. 


Whole too raſh Voyage yet 1 needs muſt blame, Phi 
Whatever Sparta cou'd or Pylos claim. r 
Too weak th' Excuſe ev'n of his Piety, 


For vent*ting out in ſuch a dang'rous Sea. | 
But now the Prophet bids me hope, ill Fate 
Is o'er, and now I thy Embraces wait. . 
Alone I come ; temper thy rifing Joy, 
For all Excefles equally deſtroy 

Not open Force, but Management and Art, 
The Gods foretel, will Victory impart. 

Amidſt a Feaſt, and in the heiguts of Wine, 
Perhaps my juſt Kevenge 1 may deſign, 

And make the ſcorn'd Vly/ſes nobler ſhine. 

Swift fly the Hours, and ſpeed that happy Day; 
And when arriv d for Ages let it ſtay: 

That Day! which ſhall reſtore Joys ſo long fled, 
And all th' inttancing Pleaſures of thy Bed. I 


SIR 


PEST, 


EPIST 


Demophoon to Philhs. 


The ARGUMEN T, 


Phillis, the young Queen of Thrace, impatient of 
the too long Abſence 75 er lately mariied Huſ- 
ban Demophoon, the Son of Theſtaus King of 
Athens, had written him a very paſſunate Let- 
ter intermixt with Hope, Fear, Love ard De- 
ſpair. Which Letter Demophoon recetving, he 
returns this Anſwer. I herein owning her Kind- 
neſs, he ſhews be loves her with an extream Paſ- 
ſion; and that he has no Thoughts of any other 
Love. Tells her that the Diſorders of his Fa- 
mily, requiring more time to re ſettle than he ex- 
peited, are the true and only Cauſes of his Stay. 
He gently blames her Doubts and her Impatience ; 
handſomely excuſeth himſelf; promiſes an inviola- 

ble Conſtancy, and that, his Affairs ſettled, he 
will certainly return. 


Hile this is from recover'd Athens ſent, 
Can 1 forget the Aid my Phillis lent? 
No other Torch has Hymen held for me. 
Ah! were I happy now, as then with thee! 
. Theſeus 
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Theſeus (whole noble Blood your Mind did move 
Much leſs than your own free unbias'd Love) 
Hard Fate for us! driv'n from his Regal Throne, 
But Death has put the bold Uſurper down, 
Theſeus, who did an equal Glory ſhare 
With great Alcides in the Toils of War, 
When the brave Heroes, with united Strength, 
| Broke the fierce Amazonian Troops at length, 
Theſeus, who, when the Minotaur he'd lain, 
Did of an Enemy a Father gain, 
Cou'd ſuch a Prince, cou'd ſuch a Parent be, 
Without a Crime, abandon'd left by me? 
This, my dear Phillis, is Demophoon's Charge; 
On this my Brother loudly does enlarge. 
You preſs, hecries, for the fair Thracian's Charms, 
And all your Courage ſoften in her Arms. 
Swiftly the while Occaſion flies away, 
And our Diſaſters grow by your Delay, 
Our Father's Fate, had you made haſte on Board, 
You had prevented, or with eaſe reſtor d. 
Shou'd Athens leſs to you than Thrace appear, 
And why a Woman more than both be dear? 
Thus rages Acamas, Old Ethra now 
With equal Anger bends her wrinkled Brow ; 
That her Son's Hands cloſe not her aged Eyes, 
On my Delay with feeble Wrath the flies. 
I ſilent ſtand, while me they both accuſe ; 
Nor on their Anger, but thy Abſence, mufe. 
Methinks this Moment till I hear em ſay, 
While on thy Coaſt my ſhatter'd Navy lay, 
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To Sea, to Sea, the Weather now is kind, 

On Board, and ſpread thy Canvas to the Wind. 

By what, hard Demophoon, art thou ſo took! 

To thy loſt Country, and thy Father look. 

Phillis you love; her your Example make, 

Her Country ſhe for Love will not foxſake. 

Begs your Return, but with you will not ſtir; 

And does a barb'rous Crown to yours prefer. 

Yet in the midſt of all how oft I pray'd, 

By adverſe Winds to be ſtill longer ſtay'd ! 

Oft when I parting did embrace thy Neck, 

I bleſt the Storms that did our Parting check, 

Nor to my Father will 1 fear to own 

Whate'er for my ſweet Phillis I have done; 

That 1 avow, or he that Story hear, 

Is owing to the Merits of my Fair. 

Til tell him freely that I cou'd not leave 

Thy dear Embraces, but my Soul muſt grieve, 

What rocky Breaſt from ſuch à Wife cou'd part, 

But weeping Eyes wou'd ſpeak his linking Heart ! 

The Ships ſhe might deny, ſhe does beſtow, 

And only bids they be a little flow. 

Nor can he chuſe but pardon ſuch a Crime; 

Bright Ariadne's not ſo loſt in him: 

Up to the Stars whene'er he caſts his Eyes, 

He ſees his ſhining Miſtreſs in the Skies. 

My Father's blam'd, as he his Wife forſook, 

Tho' by a God ſhe forcibly was took. 

Shall my ill Fate too, Phillis, be the ſame? 

Enquire the Cauſe, nor me unjuſtly blame. * 
T 
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Take this ſure Pledge for Demophoon's Return, 
His Heart for you, and only you, does burn, 
Is't poſſible you Ignorant ſhould be 

Of the Diſaſters of my Family? 

I mourn a Parent's Fate, involv'd in Snares! 
And oh that nothing elſe employ'd my Cares! 
My Soul laments a noble Brother dead; 
Torn by his frighted Horſes as he fled. 

Not to excuſe Returning, have I told 

Some of the many Cauſes that with-hold 

Me from thy Ports. Believe it Fortune's Crime, 
That 1 till beg of thee a little Time. 
Declining Theſeus 1 muſt firſt inter: 

Honour will that to ev'ry Thing prefer. 

That done, for which my Pray'rs I do repeat 
For Leave, to Thrace I inſtantly retreat. 

I am not falſe, but Mill adore thy Charms; 
Nor do 1 think Pm ſafe but in thy Arms. 

Not War, nor Tempeſts, fince the Fall of Troy, 
Cou'd me in my Return ſuch annoy 

To cauſe Delay : No, that was only ſeen 
Effected by the kind fair Thracian Queen. 

Caſt on thy Shores, thou freely didft ſupply 

To all my preſſing Wants a Remedy. 

Be ftill the ſame: Then nothing ſhall remove 
The happy Demophoen from Phillis? Love. 

What it a ten Years War ſhou'd now renew, 
That Honour ſhou'd ingage me to purſue? 
Penelope thy great Example be, 

zo fam d for hex Unſpotted Chaſthy. 
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Her cutious artful Web, ill underſtood, 

Did her not Lovers cunningly elude. 

The Woot advanc'd by Day, the Nights reſtrain, 
And ravel to its Primitive Wool again. 

But you with Fear, it ſeems, are almoſt dead, 

Leſt the ſcorn'd Thracians fhou'd defpiſe your Bed: 
Ah, cruel! cou'd you with another Wed? 

Is then your Love, is then your Faith ſo light? 

Nor can the Fear of broken Vows affright ? 

Think what your Shame, think what your Grief will be, 


' When my returning Sails from tar you ſee, 


Then all in vain repenting Tears will flow, 

And own the Conſtancy you queſtion now, 
Demophoon comes! then in Amaze, you'll cry 
And to my Arms through Winter Storms does fly. 
Ah, why ſo great a Guilt did 1 contract! 

And what I blam'd in him, why did I act? 

But Heav'n avert: Nor let it cer be ſaid, 

That thy fair Virtue cou'd be ſo miſ led. 

If ſuch a Fate ſhou'd on my Phillis light, 

The mighty Load wou'd overwhelm me quite. 
But ah! what diieful threatning Words are thoſe 
With which your Letter you unkindly cloſe! 
Abſtain, at leaſt till greater Cauſe you ſee, 

To charge my Houſe with double Perfidy. 

If to deſert the Cretan were a Fault; 

Yet I've done nothing to be guilty thought. 
Farewel my Hope's beſt Object, Soul of Love: 
All that obſtructs our Meeting, Heay'n remove. 


May 
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May ev'ry Joy Love can, or Fortune give, * 
For ever with my Charming Phillis live. A 
The Winds now bear my Words; my Perſon they) 
I hope ſhall ſafely to thy Arms convey 

There to repeat another Nuptial Day. 

My Wiſhes are with thee; and that I pauſe, 

My Duty, and my Honour are the Cauſe. 


ETIST. ” 
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III. 
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The ARGUMENT. 


The forſaken Nymph OEnone having written to 
Paris, to perſuade him to return again to her Em- 
braces, and to ſend back the Fair Grecian to hey 
Husband: Paris, in this Epiſtle, endeavours to 
extenuate his Fault ; laying the Blame ſometimes 
on Fate and Fortun?, and ſometimes on the Force 
of Love. With gentle Words he tries to mitigate 
ber Affliction: and concludes ad viſing her to exert 
her utmoſt Skill in Magick (for which ſhe was Fa- 
ous) to procure Quiet to her ſelf, by reviving 
hi: Paſſion for her, or by extinguiſhing ber own. 


Bile you of me ſo juſtly, Nymph, complain, 
I ſeek for plauſible Replies in vain, 

1 own my Fault, confeſs my broken Vows, 

Yet my new Love no Tenitence allows. 

May this Acknowledgment procure thee Reſt, 

And calm the Tempeſts of OEnone's Bleaſt. 

1 Cupid's Slave his Order but obey, 

Deſerting thee for charming Helena. 

Your Wit and Beauty, Nymph, vou knew did move 

My firſt young Wiſhes, and my Bloom of Love. 
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My glorious Birth then troubl'd not our Joy; 

Love and our Flocks did all our Thoughts imploy. 

If talk of Greatneſs mingled with our Sport, 

I ſwore OEnone might adorn a Court. 

Thus, tho' now chang'd, did then upon thee Smile 

Love; whom to Reaſon, what can reconcile? 

When you from Pax and from the Satyrs fled, 

To take a Private Shepherd to your Bed, 

Was it your Reaſon then you did purſue? 

Or kept you ought beſides your Love in View? 

My preſent Paſlion is from Fate; for e'er 

1 did of Leda's beauteous Daughter hear, 

Inſpit'd Caſſandra did foretel the Thing, 

Paris ſhall Helena to Ilium bring, 

In ev*ry Circumſtance too well you ſee 

Th' Event has juſtify'd her Prophecy: 

Except thoſe Wounds of mine, which yet remain, 

To bring me to my pitying Nymph again. 

Still I remember ſweet OEnone's Fear, 

When firſt we did the ftrange Prediction hear. 

Melting in Tears----Ah then, will Fate remove 

Her Paris from the loſt OEnone's Love! 

Muſt he ſuch Wars, Slaughters, and Ruin bring! 

Be found a Prinee, thus to inyolve the King ! 

Love taught me threaten'd Dangers to deſpiſe: 

And Love equipt me for my Enterprize. 

To him impute the Crime, and me forgive; 

The God, not Faris, does the Nymph deceive. 

Againſt his Pleaſure what can Mortals ſay, 

Whoſe Pow'r th' immortal Gods themſelyes obey ? 
When 
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When mighty Fove the Fire of Cupid burns, 

Into 4 thouſand various Shapes he turns. 

Europa's Bull, and Danae's golden Show'r, 

Put each a Lovely Virgin in his Pow'r. 

Not charming Helen (Cauſe of all thy Care) 

Had been ſo wond'rous, ſo divinely Fait, 

Had not great Fove the Silver Plumes put on, 

And cheated Leda with a ſeeming Swan, 

O'er Viay Ida, Fove, an Eagle, flies 

With his loy'd Ganimede to diſtant Skies. 

The valiant Hercules, ſo Fierce and Bold, 

For Omphale, did a weak Diſtaff hold: 

Glad like a Maid he ſat him down to Spin, 

And Conqu'ring ſhe put on the Lion's Skin. 

Your ſelf Apollo's proffer'd Love decline, 

And ſhun a God's Embraces to be mine. 

Not that a Shepherd with a God can vye, 

But it ſo pleaſes Cupid*s Deity. 

If my new Paſli»n ſtill thy Mind diſpleaſe, 

Yet this at leaſt methinks might give thee Eaſe; 

That nothing in my Breaſt cou'd quench thy Love, 

But the bright Daughter of the awful Fove : 

Tho? yet her boaſted Birth and mighty Race 

Enflame me leſs than her enchanting Face, 

1 wiſh'd 1 had unskill'd in Beauty been 

Then Rival Goddeſſes 1 had not ſeen : 

Not been obnoxious to great Jane's Hate; 

Nor wiſe Minerva then ſhou'd irritate, 

The fatal Apple I to Venus gave, 

Binds me for ever Citherea's Slave. 
L 2 
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$he her Son's Darts will diſtribute around, 


And give him Orders when and where to. wound; 


Yet is her ſelf oft wounded by his Dart: 


The wanton Boy ſpares not his Mother's Heart. 
Hars to hex Bed ſo often did reſort, 


Al Heav'n at laſt was Witneſs to their Sport. 
Then to attract Anchiſes to her Arms, 

Appears a Mortal with Celeſtial Charms. 

What Wonder Love ſhou'd haye tranſported me, 
When his own Mother Venus is not free! 
Wrong'd Menelaus, tho* hated, Loves: Can 1, 


On whom fhe dotes, from the Fair Princeſs fly 2. 


1 ſce the gath'ring Clouds from Sparta tife, 
And threat'ning Tempeſts thicken in the Skies, 
The angry Greeks with Armies menace us, 

And Hoſtile Fleets rig out for Pergamus. 

Let 'em come on, and Fight us if they dare; 
To keep this Beauty we 227254. ineir War. 


3 waveypy 


Her Face, OEnone, 's ſo Divine a Thing, 
»Tis worth the Cares and Dangers of a King. 
The Grecian Princes, haſting all to Arms, 


Enough evince, (if you ſtill doubt her Charms: )- 


But her for whom they Fleets and Armies ſend, 
With greater Force the Trojans will defend. 

If any Hope, OEnone, you retain, 

Of ever freeing me from Helen's Chain, 

Quick to thoſe pow'rful Herbs and Arts repair, 
By which thou rul'ſt in Heav'n, in Earth, and Air. 
Not Phebss' ſelf is learneder than thee, 
Scarce are cke Gods from thy ſtrong Magick free. 


1 hou, 
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Thou, by the mighty Workings of thine Art, 
From their pale Otbs the trembliag Stars canſt part. 
Call dowa te Moon, the Sun's ſwift Motion ſtay, . 
Protrac the Darkneſs, and arreſt the Day. 

As Bulls I fed, among the Herd there came 
Fierce Lions, made by thy Enchantments tame, 
Swift Simois and Xanthus Chryſtal Wave 

Fotbore to flow, when your Command you gave. 
Your Father Cebres Waters too ſubmit ; 

Nor ſlight thy Charm, fince all acknowledge it. 
Now, wiſeſt Nymph, exert thy 'utmoſt Ait, 

Quench thy own Fires, oz fe inflame my Heart. 
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